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Double Trouble 1

Opening Moves

From the day that we were born, fifteen minutes apart, James and I were together. The two of us did everything together and were the best of friends. Which was just as well, because we didn't have any other friends. We were the only wizard kids in the area, and there weren't many people in the village below our house anyway. We mostly stayed home and wandered the house and land around it. We never missed having friends, either.

Our house was huge and old, at least three hundred years old. Mum said that some bits of it were far older than that. It sat high up a hill, with woods and a lake and a great meadow behind it, and the village two miles away, along a windy and bumpy dirt road. Whenever we had to go anywhere further than the village, Mum got out our car –it was at least thirty years old and coming to pieces, but it still worked –and drove. But she didn't like to drive so we never went far.

We didn't care though; the land around our house was more than enough to occupy even inquisitive people like us. And although we didn't often see the villagers, they knew us and tolerated us. "There go James and Lily again," they'd say when we ran through their gardens after a rabbit or a runaway kite or some such thing.

Mum taught us everything. Really everything, I mean, not just the things that all mothers teach their kids. She taught us spells and potions, history and astronomy, how to fly a broom and how to use Floo powder. She didn't wait until we were eleven to start teaching us, either. We enjoyed the lessons that she taught us. Homeschooling is great. If it was a lovely spring day, we'd forget about the werewolf codes and goblin uprisings in our books and go outside to learn the various herbs and fungi in our garden, their use and tending. Or we'd hike through the forest, looking for traces of unicorns or other magical beasts. Mum said she was fairly sure that there were unicorns in the forest, and once James and I thought we saw a bird that might have been a phoenix.

Anyway, we had a great mother. Not many kids have a mother who was more fun and involved than ours. She did all sorts of things with us, and let us do things like staying up until midnight sometimes. In fact, she was just about perfect. Which was just as well, because we didn't have a dad.

That's the one thing that she refused to tell us, no matter how many times we asked her. She said that we were born on June 21, 1982. Since then, we had had about as good a life as anyone can, except for the fact that we had no dad. Well, of course, we knew we must have had a father, but not who he was, or what he did, or if he was alive. We discussed it and James thought that either he was someone who was already married, or that he was a Muggle and left Mum when he found out she was a witch. That happens. I didn't quite think so, somehow. James was pragmatic; I had a romantic mind and loved fantasy. So I had dreams that our father was some really important person who'd been kidnapped or something, and that one day he'd come back and take us all to live in a palace or somewhere like that. Or else that he had been a dark wizard who had fallen in love with Mum and reformed, only to be killed by his old associates when he tried to leave, and that Mum didn't tell us because she couldn't bear to think of him. I knew even then that my fantasies were ridiculous. But you'd think that kids have a right to know who their dad is, right? Anyway, we knew that there was some mystery in Mum's past. For one thing, the only friend she had was Remus Lupin, or Uncle Remus, as we called him. There was some mystery about him too, but we didn't have a clue as to what it might be. For a while we thought he might be our father, but we look nothing like him, and when we asked Mum she said no. And sometimes she'd just cry for no reason. We noticed that it tended to happen a lot toward the end of October, and sometimes in August, but there were other times, too.

On our eleventh birthday, Mum took us to Diagon Alley to get us wands. Until now she'd let us practice using her wand, but she said that we were old enough to get our own now. First we went to Gringotts bank. James and I had never been there, and we were so engrossed in looking around that we were almost left behind when the goblin led us to the little cart. That ride was exciting, almost as good as a game of broom tag, and when we finally stopped in front of a vault, I was a little disappointed. The goblin opened the vault, and Mum scooped gold into her bag. I caught a glimpse of it, and was quite amazed. The vault was very full of gold and silver. We must be incredibly rich, so why did we live in a house that was falling to bits, with a broken down car, instead of somewhere fashionable? Just one more mystery to add to the list.

James and I didn't speak as we headed down the street to Ollivanders. I looked at Mum. She was a bit pale; I hoped that she was feeling all right. We opened the door of the little shop. It was very dark inside. The little man behind the counter looked up as we came in.

"Ah, yes," he said quietly. "I though you'd be coming in soon. I still remember when you came in. Rowan and phoenix feather, eleven inches?"

"Yes," Mum said tightly. "James and Lily need wands today."

"Of course," the little man said. "I never forget a wand, or a face," he said as he pulled out his tape and started measuring James' wand. "Never."

"I know," Mum said quietly. "I've been told that."

"Thirteen inches, oak and dragon heartstring, I think," Ollivander muttered to himself. I was looking at Mum at that moment, and was surprised to see her face go white as the ghost in our grandfather clock. For a moment, I thought that she might say something, but she didn't. Mr. Ollivander started measuring me now. When he was done, he started pulling down boxes.

"Try this," he said, handing a wand to James and another to me. I waved mine and tried to get some sparks out of it. A few came out, but I could have done a lot better on Mum's wand.

"Definitely not," Ollivander said, snatching the wands out of our hands and replacing them.

We went through dozens of wands that day, trying to find one. Finally, James had a twelve-inch beech and unicorn hair wand, and I had a ten-inch rowan and phoenix feather. Mum paid for them and we walked out of the shop. As soon as we were outside, she seemed to relax.

"Let's go for an ice cream," she said, leading us down the street to Florean Fortescue's Ice Cream Parlour, where we sat and enjoyed triple-chocolate fudge-nuts delights. Then it was off, down the streets again. We stopped and peered at the display in Flourish and Blotts. It was very interesting; a large cage full of books sat in the window. The books appeared to be trying to rip each other to shreds. Mum laughed and we passed on.

She didn't let us anywhere near Knockturn Alley. I'd heard that sometimes kids tried to go down, just to see what was down there, but she wouldn't even turn her back on us until we were well away from the dark and dingy lane. So James and I just stared at all the sights. Finally, we went back out through the Leaky Cauldron and headed home.

I must say that it was a bit disappointing to us when we really understood that we wouldn't go to Hogwarts, but we'd gotten over that when we were nine, and we loved our life so much that we would hardly have wanted to change it for anything. Shortly after our trip to Diagon Alley, Uncle Remus came for a visit. He brought James and me a wizard chess set for a birthday present and taught us how to play. We really liked it, but sometimes I'd get tired of it before James, and then he'd try his best to get me to play more anyway. One day, I just refused. Uncle Remus said he wouldn't, so James asked Mum if she'd play. She just stared out the window, not making any response. James asked her again.

"No," she said, quietly. "I don't play." She kept looking out at the rain, and her hand tightened on the curtain.

The reason that Uncle Remus had come to visit was to tell us that he had gotten a job. He was to teach Defense Against the Dark Arts at Hogwarts.

"I am looking forward to it," he said one evening at the end of July. "I think I'll enjoy it greatly."

"You aren't worried about Snape?" Mum asked. 

"Don't worry. Dumbledore's spoken to all the staff. Snape will just have to deal with it." He paused a moment. "Harry will be there." James and I looked up from our game, anxious to hear more. Harry who? We didn't know any Harry.

"You don't think he could mean _the_ Harry?" James asked.

"Harry Potter?" I thought for a moment. "Maybe. He'd be at Hogwarts now, wouldn't he?"

"Yeah," James said, staring off into space as he calculated. "He'd be older than we are, but not too much older. Sometimes I wish we were going, you know? It might be fun to be around other kids like that."

"We'd have to leave home, though," I said. "And I think Mum would get lonely. Anyway, she's teaching us everything we need to know." Then Mum noticed us still hanging around and sent us off to bed.

Next day, when we came down, I grabbed the paper from the delivery owl as usual. I liked reading the papers myself, and usually I tried to do so before breakfast. Today, the whole front page was just three words: **Black Escapes Azkaban!** I went into the kitchen where Mum and Uncle Remus were already eating.

"Someone escaped Azkaban!" I yelled excitedly. "I didn't know that was possible."

"Who?" Uncle Remus asked immediately.

"Some guy name Black. I don't think I've ever heard of him. What did he do?" But Uncle Remus had leapt up and snatched the paper from me. He started rifling through the pages, Mum leaning over his shoulder, looking pale.

"Got out last night somehow," Uncle Remus muttered. "Says they're looking for him… very dangerous… they think they'll get him soon…I wish that I was so confident. They know he's dangerous, at least. How did he get out?" The adults stared at each other. I didn't know what to make of it. Both of them were very white.

"You don't think he'll come here?" Mum asked.

"No," Uncle Remus said, though he didn't look very confident. "I'm sure the Ministry will…" his eyes fell on James and me. We were both drinking in every word.

"Don't worry," he said gently. "Black will never get anywhere near here. The Ministry will get him fast enough." For some reason, his words didn't seem to make him very happy. Mother was touching something on a chain round her neck. I'd seem her do that once or twice before, but I didn't know what it was. 

"Who –what did he do?" James asked.

"Sirius Black – worked for Voldemort," Uncle Remus said slowly. "He killed a lot of people, years ago. Before you were born."

"A dark wizard got out of Azkaban?" I asked. "He might kill someone!"

"They'll catch him," Uncle Remus repeated. "Why don't you two have breakfast now?" We sat at the table. Mum was still staring out of the window.

"Do you think he'll come here?" James asked her. "Is that why you keep looking out the window?"

"What?" she asked. "Oh, no, he won't. He won't, don't worry." She hurried from the room. James and I stared after her.

"Why did she do that?" I wondered aloud. Uncle Remus began to follow her. 

"Stay here," he said. For once, we did as he said and left them alone. I knew that this was no time for us to interrupt.

"Maybe she knew one of the people who Black killed," I suggested. "Maybe I was right!"

"About what?" James asked. So I told him my idea that our father could have been a reformed dark wizard. He laughed.

"Right, Lily, that's so likely. Why don't we look at the papers?" So we started reading. Some of it was very interesting stuff that we'd never heard.

"I always thought that when You-Know-Who left, his followers all gave up," I said. "Didn't know that any of them stuck around and fought."

"He looks insane," James said, pointing to a photo of a man, just laughing and laughing. "This says it was taken just after he massacred those people." Next to that photo was one of Black now. He was spectrally thin, pale and his dark hair was matted in tangles. You couldn't see where his beard left off and hair began; it had to be elbow length. His sunken eyes shone out of the photograph as he blinked slowly.

"I don't like the look of him," I said.

"No," James said. "Azkaban sure didn't do much for him, did it?"

"Those Dementors," I said with a shiver. We'd read about them, but Mum didn't like talking about them. "I will never go there."

"Don't worry, Lily, good people don't go to Azkaban. It's not like either of us would ever kill thirteen people with a single curse."

"He must have been a very powerful wizard," I said. Just then, two owls flew in and dropped letters on our heads. Two of the letters were for Mum; the other was addressed to 'Professor R. J. Lupin."

"Think we should disturb them?" I asked. James was examining the letters.

"These come from the Ministry!" he said, holding up one of mum's letters and the one for Uncle Remus. "And this one –it's from Professor Dumbledore!" Even if we weren't going to be attending Hogwarts, we still knew who Dumbledore was.

"Letters?" Mum asked. We turned and saw her in the door, and handed her the letters.

"Why don't you two go play?" she asked. "It's a nice day."

"Right," James said. "We'll be in the woods if you need us.

"Why the woods?" I asked when she had gone, taking the letters with her. "I thought we might go swimming or something."

"They can't see us in the woods," James said. "So we can sneak back and see if we can find out what's going on."

"James, as much as I want to know what's going on too, I don't think we should spy. I think this is important to Mum. If she wants us to know, she'll tell us."

"She'll tell us," he said. "Right. Just like she's told us everything we've asked her."

"James, she always tells us things that we need to know."

"So why won't she tell us who our father is? Or whether we have any other relatives –I know that her parents were killed, but maybe we have cousins or something – or what she hides in that secret cupboard we can't open, or why the only visitor we ever have is Uncle Remus, or why she won't send us to Hogwarts-"

"I know, James. I want to know, too. But there must be a reason why she won't tell us," I said. "We should respect her wishes."

"Oh, come on," he said, rolling his eyes at me. "Since when have you been like this?"

"Besides," I said, rationally. "I can see them watching us out the window. We'd best get going."

"Fine," James grumbled as we headed off for the forest.

We got back around lunchtime. Mum met us at the door.

"I have to go down to London," she said. She had a strange look on her face, as if she were anticipating something horrible that was about to happen to her. Somehow, she looked as if she had aged ten years in the last hour. "Remus will look after you. I won't be back until tomorrow." We stared at her. She'd never left us overnight before.

"All right," James said uncertainly.

"Have a nice trip," I added. She nodded, then Apparated away. As she was leaving, I almost thought that I saw tears in her eyes.

"Where did she go?" I asked Uncle Remus.

"She had to see someone," he said evasively. "I have to leave tomorrow, guys. Do you want to do anything special?"

"Can we play broom tag?" I asked, naming one of my favorite games. He smiled.

"I can try," he said. "I'll need to borrow your mother's broom. Think she'll mind?"

"No," James said. "It's ancient, anyway. Has to be older than we are." He got it out of the closet and handed it over. Uncle Remus inspected it. Something about him seemed very sad, as he looked over the broom.

"I wouldn't be surprised if it were older than you two," he said quietly. 

"I told her she should get a new one so she can keep up when we play," I said. "But she said no."

"Well, your mother has her reasons," Uncle Remus said. He smiled. "And besides, I don't think she needs anything special to keep up with you. She's a fabulous flyer."

We played until it got dark, and then came in for dinner. Mum had left food for us, and we had a nice dinner. Afterwards, James and I played chess together for hours. After a while, we got Uncle Remus to play against the two of us. We managed to beat him, but it wasn't very easy.

"Did you let us win?" James asked suspiciously.

"No," he said. "I'm not that good a player, myself. I always liked watching, though." His words trailed off and he stared into the night. Something distant seemed to be in his eyes. "It's rather late, isn't it? You two should go to bed." We protested a little, but gave up quickly.

"I wonder where Mum is," James said as we brushed our teeth.

"So do I," I agreed. "I hope she will get back early tomorrow." When we went to bed, I stared out the window at the stars. They were very bright and the sky wasn't cloudy at all. I wondered if our mother was looking at the stars now. I wondered if the escaped prisoner, Sirius Black, noticed the stars, or if he didn't care for their beauty. I wondered if he'd been caught yet. And I wondered what the secret was that Mum seemed to hide.

Mum got back after lunch the next day. She looked exhausted.

"I'm fine, dears," she assured us when we asked her.

"What did you do?" I asked her.

"I had to see someone," she said. "Where's Remus?"

"I'm here," he said, coming into the room. "I suppose I should go now. I do want to be to London before dark."

"When will you come back?" James asked.

"I'll visit you again next summer, okay?" he asked with a smile.

"I hope you have a nice time teaching," I said. 

"I do too," he said. "Do you think the students will like me?"

"If they don't, they're idiots," James said firmly. "Write to us."

"I will," he promised. "Will you be all right, Jenny?" he asked Mum.

"Yes, Remus," she said quietly.

"Remember to contact me if you need me," he said. He picked up his bags and turned to go.

The summer went quickly after that. The papers kept talking about Sirius Black, how he hadn't been captured yet, how he had killed thirteen people all those years ago. Apparently Black's escape was the only thing to happen that summer.

In November, the Daily Prophet screamed the news that Black had been at Hogwarts. He'd apparently tried to break into one of the Houses 'for what nefarious purpose, we can only guess,' as the paper put it. Mum read the article and her face grew hard, but she didn't say anything to us.

Christmas at our house is wonderful. We decorated the whole huge place, cellar to rafter, with greenery and trees and holly. Mum let James and me enchant up a magical warm snowfall to frost the large tree in our big library. We made garland of popcorn and cranberries and hung it from the ceiling, and frosted silver patterns onto the windows. And then, three days before Christmas, snow fell and covered the ground, three inches deep. James and I spent all day outside, throwing snowballs at each other. Mum joined us now and again, but she had lots to do to get ready for Christmas. All day Christmas Eve the smell of good food drifted through the house, while Mum and James and I ran around with bags and bows and presents, trying not to let the others see what we held.

I'd hidden a gift for James in the library months ago. There were many different secret passages, cupboards and hidey-holes in our house. James and I knew most of them, but I thought that he didn't know about this one. Unfortunately, I'd forgotten exactly where it was. I knew that you opened it by stepping on a certain stone in the floor, but the library was immense and there were hundreds of stones in the floor. So I started stepping on all of them.

Halfway through, one opened to reveal a hole. I reached down to get the package out, but realized that this was not the hiding place I had used. My hand touched something that felt like paper. I pulled it out. It was a photograph, a little dingy with age, but obviously a wizard photo. The picture showed a girl and a boy with their arms around each other, laughing. The girl had short dark hair; the boy's dark hair was longer than the girl's. They somehow looked familiar.

Suddenly I realized that if the girl in the picture had longer hair and was fifteen years older, she'd be my mother. I had never seen any pictures of my mother as a girl. I peered closer, and thought that perhaps the boy looked like James. Could this be a photograph of my father? I didn't know.

Footsteps outside jerked me back to reality. I shoved the picture back into the hole, sealed the stone back, and stood. I had a book in my hands when Mum came in, arms full of gifts. As she put them under the tree, I determined that I would come back to look at the picture some time when I didn't have to worry about being disturbed.

"James." I whispered softly, as it was nearly midnight, and I didn't want to wake my mother. "James." My brother blinked and opened his eyes.

"What is it?" he mumbled. "Go away."

"James, I want you to come with me. I found something in the library today and want to show it to you."

"Now?" he said, squinting at the clock.

"Yes, now," I said, pulling him from his bed. He groaned, but followed as I crept down the hall.

"I know it's here," I muttered, pacing the library. "Ah!" I stepped on the right stone and pulled out the picture again, handing it to James.

"A photograph," he said. "You woke me up for this?"

"Look at it!" I hissed. "That's Mum!"

"Really?" he stared closer. "It is! And –that boy in the picture with her-"

"He does look a bit like you, doesn't he?" I asked.

"A bit, I think," James said. "It's hard to tell. You think he might be our father?"

"It's possible," I said. "What do you think?"

"I've seen this face somewhere else," he said slowly. "I know I've seen it, but it looked different. Blast, I can't remember." He gave me the picture and I looked at it again. Both the figures were laughing.

"I wonder what happened," I mused. "If this is our father, I mean. They look so happy here."

"We'd better get back to bed," the ever practical James reminded me. "We'll want to be up early tomorrow."

"All right," I said.

We got up very early and went into our mother's room to wake her up.

"Merry Christmas!" we called together. She sat up. As she did so, her nightgown slipped down her shoulder. I caught a glimpse of a shiny scar on her shoulder, and a flash of gold around her neck. _That was a burn scar_, I realized. _She never said anything about being burnt like that._

"Let's get breakfast," she said. We followed eagerly, with me adding two new bits of data to my list of clues to my mother's past; she had once been badly burnt, and she wore something on a gold chain around her neck.

The year turned and hurried by, month after month. James and I began to roam further afield again in March, when the weather became warmer. One day toward the end of the month, we were exploring a part of the woods we hadn't been before when we heard strange noises off to one side. Being curious, James went to investigate, and I followed in case he needed help. 

The noise was being caused by a large hawk. Its wing was broken and it had gotten itself caught in a thicket of thorns.

"Oh, poor thing," I said. "Let's take it to Mum. She can fix that wing."

"How are we supposed to get it out of the thorns and home without it killing us?" James asked. "It's a wild bird."

"I'll stay with it," I said. "You go get Mum. She won't want it to die."

"All right," he said, and ran off. I sat quietly by the bird, which had stopped struggling and was resting.

I heard a noise behind me and turned to look at what I had thought were empty woods. Suddenly, a centaur stepped from behind the trees. She looked like a young female.

"Oh," she said. "I did not know there were any humans here." She started to back up, into the deep woods.

"I didn't know any of you lived here," I said, unable to keep from staring at the creature. I'd never seen a centaur except in books.

"We do not," she said. "But the stars are unclear these days. We are divided over what they portend. I have come here because I believe that the message the stars bear for me is that it is my purpose to come here at this time."

"I see," I said, not seeing at all.

"My name is Adhara, human girl. What is yours?"

"Lily," I said. "What kind of things do the stars say?"

"We do not always tell humans what is written in the stars," she said. "But even humans should be able to tell that great events are about to occur, or are occurring even now."

"Not here," I laughed. "Nothing ever happens here, or to us."

"So you believe," she said. "But how do you know what will happen a month from now?" I stared at her, my mouth open. She turned again. "I must go," she said. "Remember two things; trust your heart, not your mind, and remember that things are never as simple as they seem. If you need me, I shall know, and shall come to you." She slipped off into the trees. I stared after her. What a confusing creature. Still, it isn't every day that you meet a centaur.

James and Mum arrived a moment later. Mum had her wand and turned at once to the wounded bird.

"Yes," she murmured, "the wing is broken. I'll help her."

"I thought it was a male," James said.

"Not this bird," Mum said. "She's a young female. Probably too young to have a nest of her own, yet. We'll take care of her until she's strong enough to fly again. She won't be able to use that wing for a while." She had put a spell on the bird's wing to set the bone and to bind it. Now she magicked a cage around her, and picked the cage up. "Shall we go home?"

"Do you think she can fly today?" I asked Mum as we fed Adhara – for that was what I had decided to call the bird, in memory of the centaur. I hadn't told James or our mother about meeting the centaur, though. I felt that it was a private matter, not something I needed to tell everyone.

"I think she just might be strong enough," Mum said. "She's certainly healthy, isn't she?" We'd cared for her two months and more. Now it was late June and it was time for Adhara to fly on her own. She sat on my arm as we carried her outside to the meadow behind our house. James started to coax her to fly, but she didn't move.

"Throw her up in the air," Mum suggested at last. I did as she said. Adhara seemed surprised for an instant. Then she spread her great wings and began to fly.

"She can fly! She can fly!" James and I shouted. We stared as she lazily soared and dove in the air.

"Oh, come back!" I shouted as she flew away.

"Adhara's a wild thing, Lily," Mum said gently. "Wild things are best let free."

"But I liked her," I said, crying.

"Let her choose," Mum said. I nodded. I couldn't see her any more, so I turned to go inside. Halfway to the house, I felt a wind past my cheek, and turned to see Adhara flying by. She circled and turned to land on my shoulder.

"You came back!" I shouted. " She likes us!"

"Well," Mum said, "If she wants to, she can stay."

Can you tell where I'm going? Do you know who the twins' father is? I rather think it's obvious, but that just gives it dramatic irony, I guess. Anyway, all will be revealed soon enough. I hope I'm not confusing anyone here. Everything will be explained soon, so if you didn't get anything, that's because I haven't told you yet. And for this story to really make any sense to you, you should have read my Magical Mischief Makers stories. Be sure to tell me what you think on your way out!
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# Double Trouble 2

**Castle** **Queen's** **Side**

Summer rolled around, and James and I spent hours and hours out of doors. In late June, the papers were screaming about how a professor at Hogwarts had captured Sirius Black but that somehow he had managed to escape.

"That's amazing," James commented as we read through the article. "He must be a very powerful Dark Wizard to get into Hogwarts. All the books make it sound like an impregnable fortress."

"He had to be powerful to get out of Azkaban," I reminded James. "Why do you think he waited so long? It's got to be horrid there."

"Maybe it had something to do with Voldemort," James mused. "Maybe he's going to try to come back."

"Don't you think he'd have come by now if he were planning to?" I asked.

"Maybe he couldn't," James said. "It's been a long time, but maybe he's just been waiting."

"Let's not think about that," I said, shivering. "What Black did was bad enough, but Voldemort…." I trailed off.

"Yeah," James said. "And you know they didn't send all of Voldemort's old supporters to prison, like they did Black. Some of them are still out there."

"Those are mostly the ones who Voldemort bewitched," I reminded James. "All the really dedicated ones are in Azkaban."

"Except Sirius Black," James pointed out.

"They'll catch him soon, surely," I said. "I wonder how he escaped when he was captured at Hogwarts?"

"Dark magic," my brother said assuredly. "Had to be."

"Minister Fudge thinks they'll get Black soon," I read.

"What's that about Fudge?" Mum walked into the room.

"Oh, he thinks they'll get Black soon," I said.

"What's the 'Dementor's Kiss'?" James asked, reading farther on in the article. Mum stood very still for a moment, then spoke slowly. She seemed to be trying her best to keep a tight hold on herself.

"The Dementor's Kiss is very likely the worst thing that can ever be done to a person," she said. "The Dementors are terrible things. They take all the happiness and joy from people just by being around them, and cause us to remember the worst moments of our lives." She stopped for a moment. Tears glistened in her eyes. "The Dementor's Kiss is its worst weapon. The Kiss – destroys a person's soul, completely destroys it. The victim will live, or at least keep breathing, but everything that makes him human is gone." James and I both shivered.

"That's horrible," I said. "But I think if anyone deserves it, Black does."

"Does he?" Mum asked slowly. She didn't even seem to be talking to us. "Does anyone?"

"But Black killed all those people! He deserves it." James declared.

"You can say that because you don't know anything," Mum said sharply. "Everything's simple until you know all the facts. Then nothing is ever so clear cut." She turned her face away from us. "It's a nice day. Why don't you two and Adhara go hiking?"

"That's what we had planned," I confirmed. "We'll take a lunch and be gone all day."

"That sounds fine," Mum said. She moved off slowly.

"I told you that that way was longer," I said sharply to James as we approached the house. It was quite dark out. "Good thing the moon was full just a few days ago, or we'd have had some real trouble."

"Look, if you hadn't insisted on stopping so many times-"

"Twice!" I said. "Wait a minute – look!" I pointed up to the house. Lights were on in the kitchen and I could see silhouettes. Mum was there, and so was someone else. They seemed to be talking animatedly, with many gestures. We hurried up to the side door and pushed it open. The other person was Uncle Remus.

"Uncle Remus!" we yelled together, dropping the basket and going to embrace him. He laughed.

"Nice to see you too," he said.

"Aren't you supposed to be at Hogwarts?" I asked.

"I resigned," he said softly. "I came here on my way home because I had some news for your mother." James and I turned to look at Mum. She had tears in her eyes, but she was smiling. She looked happier than I'd ever seen her. Quite clearly round her neck I could see a chain with two rings on. _That's what she wears, _I thought_. She's always had it inside her shirt before._ One ring was plain gold; the other had a shining stone I thought might be a diamond.

"James, Lily," she began, then started crying again. "Sit down here. I have something important to tell you." We sat, staring curiously at each other.

"I want to tell you about your father," she said through her tears. I thought my jaw would drop off, I was so surprised. _Our father? Really?_ She began to speak again.

"When I was at Hogwarts, I had a number of very good friends. Remus was one, of course. Two of the others, I named you for. Lily was like a sister to me, and James, who married her, was like a brother.

"James' best friend was Sirius Black."

"The murderer?" James yelled excitedly. "You knew him?"

"Yes," Mum said. "But he wasn't a murderer." She smiled weakly through her tears. "That's what Remus came to tell me. Sirius Black is an innocent man."

"So why'd he get sent to Azkaban?" James asked. I was silent, trying to think through her words and understand what she was really saying.

"It's a long story," Uncle Remus said. "But he's not a murderer, or a traitor. Another of our friends was the one who actually did the deeds, but people think he's dead."

"Unfortunately, we can't convince the Ministry right now that Sirius is innocent," Mum said. "But at least we know." Suddenly, with a burst of understanding, I knew what she had not yet said.

"Is Sirius Black our father?" I asked slowly. Mum smiled a bit. 

"He is," she said. "We were married only a few months before he was sent to Azkaban. I had just found out that I was pregnant with you two. Sirius doesn't even know about you two –unless you mentioned that when you saw him?" she asked, darting a glance at Remus.

"No," he said, shaking his head. "I didn't exactly have the chance."

"Well, when we get him off, it'll be a nice surprise, I hope," she said.

"How are you going to get him off?" James asked.

"I don't know," Mum admitted, "But we are. Thirteen years is long enough." Uncle Remus laughed and shook his head admiringly.

"I was wondering where you'd been," he said.

"What on earth do you mean?" Mum asked, staring at him.

"Oh, Jenny, it's been such a long time since you've had such determination. You remind me of how you used to refuse to admit defeat at chess, even when it was hopeless, or that Quidditch match when Gryffindor was down by two hundred points."

"Well, I'm not going to let that idiot get himself killed!" Mum declared fiercely. "I knew he had no sense when I married him. That's why I married him, so that he wouldn't get himself killed."

"Oh, really?" Uncle Remus looked interested. "That's not why you said you married him all those years ago."

"Well, that was part of the reason," she said, laughing. "So we need a plan."

"Sirius asked me to explain things to you," he said. "He wrote a letter to me, letting me know that he was safe. If we can get an owl to him…"

"I'm sure our post is being read," Mum said. "I know the Ministry isn't supposed to do that, but Fudge doesn't really trust me. Idiot."

"And Snape will have people watching me, reading my mail, probably sneaking around my house," Uncle Remus said. "We'll set up some spells so that if Sirius does come here, the Ministry won't be able to tell."

"If he keep his head and comes as a dog," Mum began. Then she stopped. "No, you said Snape knows about the Animagus thing?"

"He does."

"I still can't believe that I didn't know about that," Mum muttered. "We were married and he didn't even tell me! I wonder if Lily knew."

"I think she did," Uncle Remus said. I realized, of course, that they weren't talking about me, but about Mum's old friend. I didn't understand most of the conversation, but it was interesting.

"I'll find his wand and stuff, in case he shows up," Mum said. "I've got them all, stored them away years back."

"Do you have the motorcycle?" Uncle Remus asked.

"I'd almost forgotten about that," Mum mused. "Yes, I've got it. Hagrid gave it back to me. He was one of the ones who knew that Sirius and I were married, you know. But he never said anything to me that made it seem that he thought I might be involved with Voldemort, not like the Minister. I wish we could tell him the truth."

"Soon everyone in England –in the world –will know that Sirius is innocent, Jenny," Uncle Remus promised.

"I hope so," she said sitting down. She sat down at the table, pulled her necklace up to look at the rings. With a laugh, she took them off the chain and put them on her finger. 

"I kept them all these years," she said sadly. "They still fit, amazingly enough."

"Tell us about –about Dad," James asked suddenly. Mum looked at him, considering.

"It's hard to know exactly where to start," she mused. "He always was a complex person, Sirius. I mean, I called him an idiot often enough, but he was very clever, very clever. He was mischievous and daring, but considerate and compassionate, too. His biggest problem was that he had no common sense. He really couldn't tell a good idea from a bad one. The number of times his schemes landed him, with or without any of us, into trouble," she said, laughing. "I can remember him laughing even now over some terrible joke he had just played." Her face went empty for a moment. "Laughing," she whispered. "Did he go crazy for a while, after James and Lily died? Because he felt guilty? Or was it something in Pettigrew's spell? Funny, I'd never have thought that man could do anything so deadly. I suppose Voldemort had taught him some powerful Dark Magic." She sighed and turned back to us.

"I remember the day we met," she began. "We were in the same year at Hogwarts, and the same House, Gryffindor…"

She kept talking long into the night, with Uncle Remus telling an anecdote every now and then. Finally, she looked up.

"Oh my! It's after two in the morning! You two have to go to bed now." We tiredly obeyed her. My mind was too full of thoughts even to think about anything I'd learned.

"Lily, we've got to do something!" James paced up and down my room. I sat on my bed. Afternoon sun shone in the window. Mum and Uncle Remus were apparently pulling our father's things out of wherever Mum had put them all those years ago. 

"Like what?" I asked sleepily. I'd only woken up a few minutes before.

"I don't know," he said, swinging his arms like a windmill. "But we can't just sit here doing nothing."

"Let Mum and Uncle Remus plan things," I suggested. "I'm still a bit in shock over the news. I mean, okay, Sirius Black is our father, and he's innocent, but everyone thinks that he's guilty, and –oh, it's just so unbelievable."

"Yes," James agreed. "It was a bit weird to finally learn the truth."

"I understand why Mum didn't want to tell us before," I said. "I don't blame her. Poor Mum, I don't think she's had a very easy life."

"No," James said. "Then again, our lives haven't been as easy as they might have been." He laughed shortly. "Sirius Black, our father. Sounds strange, doesn't it?'

"You know, if I ever meet that Pettigrew, I think I'm going to whack him," I said. "That was horrible, what he did."

"It sure was," James said. "And the Potters, think about them." He stopped for a minute, then grinned.

"What's so funny?" I asked sharply.

"Just what Uncle Remus and Mum were saying. You realize that when we prove Dad is innocent, Harry Potter might come live with us?"

"That's pretty odd," I said. "Of course, that's up to him, I guess. And to Mum, if she can figure out a way to clear Dad. This whole situation is weird." I shook my head. "But it'd be wonderful to have a father like everyone else."

"It sure will be."

"I hope it will be," I said slowly. "They've still got to prove that Pettigrew was the one who did everything."

"If we could trap Pettigrew," James began.

"James, we can't, okay? We're not capable of such a thing." I sniffed. "Apparently you didn't inherit any sense from our mother."

"That's the best way to prove that our father didn't kill or betray anyone," James said stubbornly.

"So you think Mum and Uncle Remus will even let us help?" I asked sarcastically. "You know better than that."

"I wish there was a way we could send a message to Dad," James said. "But if they're reading our owls…."

"That's illegal," I said, knowing that just because something is illegal doesn't mean that the Ministry wouldn't do it. "We would need another way." I thought for a minute. "What about Adhara?"

"Could we make her understand what we want her to do?" James asked.

"Let's go talk to Mum." We scrambled down the stairs to the library. Mum and Uncle Remus were hauling something out of a large, recently unsealed cupboard. I stared at it. It was a huge black motorcycle, dusty but in good condition.

"What is that?" James asked.

"Your father's motorcycle," Uncle Remus explained. Mum brushed dust off, smiling faintly.

"He loved this motorcycle," she said. "Used to ride around for hours. He took me for a flight many times."

"It flies?" I asked. "Isn't that illegal?"

"You think that would stop Sirius?" Uncle Remus raised an eyebrow. "He managed to get around the law somehow. Everyone knew he had this, nobody ever arrested him."

"Hey, Mum, we had an idea," I said, remembering why I'd come. "We thought that maybe we could use Adhara to send Dad a message!"

"That's a good idea," Mum said. "I think I can probably get her to understand what she's supposed to do… I trained a few owls when I was younger. We have to figure out something that will tell Sirius that he can come here, but not something that would alert the Ministry to the fact that we're helping him if it falls into the wrong hands."

"Right," Uncle Remus said. "I'll start thinking, you fix the bird." James and I wandered off to the kitchen, leaving them to it.

Three hours later, we watched Mum tie a small piece of parchment to Adhara's talons. The message that she and Uncle Remus had come up with was simple, yet clear to our father only, we hoped.

_Padfoot – _

_ Castle queen's side to avoid opposing rooks. Path is grim but clear. _

I thought this was a lot of nonsense, but Uncle Remus explained that Dad should understand.

"He and your mother used to play a lot of chess. That's what the first part of the message refers to. Castling is a way of protecting the king. Queen's side is to tell him that this place – where Jenny is – is safe for him. Grim tells him to travel in the Animagus form, so that he's not watched, and the rest tells him that we've got spells up to hide him once he gets here."

"Are you sure he'll understand that?" I asked, scratching my head.

"No," Uncle Remus admitted, "but it's our best shot. We'll just hope that he understands." Then Mum threw Adhara up into the air and we watched her wing off. Mum stood watching for a long time before coming in. Now there was nothing we could do but wait.

_ _

_ Author's Note: This part's pretty short. The action really starts in the next part. Did I surprise anyone with who the twins' father is? I did get one email that sounded kind of confused… Anything in the stories so far that hasn't been explained will be explained in various future stories. Please keep reviewing; it really makes my day!_
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It was late at night, a stormy night. The wind howled around outside our house and rattled the windows. We were all sitting around the table, drinking tea, when there came a knock on the door. I glanced toward it, nervous. Ever since I'd learned the truth about my father, I'd been a little afraid that someone would find out and think we were in league with Voldemort. James looked nervous too, but Mum's face was hopeful. Uncle Remus went to get the door.

Someone was standing there, tall, dripping wet and shadowed. The lights had been flickering; now they went out, plunging the room into darkness. I heard Mum muttering to herself, and suddenly five or six candles lit themselves. Pale light filled the room, making strange shadows on the wall. I shivered a little and drew nearer to my brother.

"Moony?" the figure asked. His voice was harsh and weak. Uncle Remus nodded and pulled him into the room, shutting the door behind him. I couldn't much move, I was so nervous. He pulled back his hood, and I saw wild tangles of hair. Two dark eyes shone out of his sunken face. I shivered, just a little. This wasn't exactly how I had pictured meeting my father.

"Jenny?" he asked.

"Hello, Sirius," she said softly. He was sopping wet and shivering. Uncle Remus pulled out a chair and he sank down into it, sighing. I noticed that the floor was covered in mud and water. _Mum would be having a fit if James and I made a mess like that,_ I thought. But she didn't say anything. Worry crossed her face. I thought she was going to speak for a moment, but she closed her mouth without saying a word. Crossing the room, she poured a cup of tea and handed it to Sirius –Dad, I reminded myself. _That's my father. I've never seen him before, but he's my dad._ He drank the tea and suddenly smiled, briefly. I wanted to smile back, but couldn't seem to make myself. Suddenly, I realized that perhaps everyone in the room was as nervous as I was. Dad's eyes flashed toward James and I, and he looked at Jenny in puzzlement. She took a deep breath.

"Sirius, these are James and Lily. Our children." Her face was totally without expression as she spoke.

"Our children?" he repeated. 

"Yes," she said as calmly as she could.

"Hello," James said slowly. Our father looked at us for a long moment.

"Nice of you to tell me, Moony," he said. 

"I didn't really have a chance, now did I?" Uncle Remus asked. "We were too busy with other things the last time we met."

"Yes," he said reflectively. He turned back to Mum and smiled. It really didn't look as if he were used to smiling. "It's been a long time, Jenny." His feelings were impossible to read because of the way his beard covered his face, but I thought that his words were full of pain and sorrow. 

"It has," she said levelly, trying to hide something, but what? Anxiety? Happiness? "Are you hungry?" He nodded. She started to fix something to eat. I began to feel like laughing hysterically. This was so strange. Nobody here seemed to be acting the way they should be. I wanted to say something, but couldn't.

"I suppose they're keeping an eye on this place?" Dad asked Uncle Remus casually.

"They are. I hope you came in as a dog?"

"Only way to travel on a night like this." He shivered a little as the wind picked up.

"It was nice of you to tell me that you were an Animagus when we were dating, or when we got married, or at any time," Mum said. I wasn't sure if she was angry or not.

"I –I wasn't quite sure how to tell you," Dad said quietly. "And I thought you probably already knew. Lily knew before James told her."

"Well, I didn't," she said. She still was speaking in a level tone.

"That was a long time ago," Dad said slowly. Nothing of what he was feeling seemed to show in his eyes. Mum gave a small sigh.

I noticed suddenly that Mum and Uncle Remus were both wearing their wands where they could grab them quickly. _So they're afraid that something will happen,_ I realized. Mum handed Dad a plate.

"I hope that's enough, I can make more," she said, her eyes not really looking at anything.

"Thank you," he said quietly. There was a long silence. I wanted to say something, to run or scream or do anything but just sit there. But it was Mum who broke the silence.

"Oh, this is idiotic!" she said loudly, standing and throwing the towel which she had been twisting in her hands to the ground. "What are we thinking of? You'd think none of us had ever met before." I saw Dad grin behind his wild beard. It brought life to his face.

"I'm glad to see you've lost none of your fire, Jenny," he said.

"That's just because you're around," she snapped. "You could drive anyone crazy!"

"I've missed you, too," he said quietly. For an instant, I thought Mum would throw a plate at his head, but instead she started to cry without making any noises. Uncle Remus caught our eyes and gestured that we should go to bed. 

Of course we didn't. James and I just went to my room, which was right above the kitchen, pulled up the small section of floorboard that we'd cut to make a spy-hole, and looked silently down into the candlelit room. Mum had stopped crying and was talking now.

"I've missed you, Sirius, missed you every day that you've been gone. I – I'm sorry that I thought that you were a traitor."

"What were you supposed to think?" he asked wryly. "I know the evidence against me is still pretty bad." He sighed and leaned back in the chair. I noticed then just how thin he was. Azkaban wasn't easy on people. _Neither are Dementors,_ I thought, and shivered.

"We'll change that," Mum promised. I noticed that Uncle Remus seemed to have left the room, too. "Somehow we'll figure out a way."

"If we catch Pettigrew," Dad suggested. The way he said _Pettigrew_, you might have thought it was the dirtiest word anyone could say. 

"How?" Mum asked. She moved a chair and sat down near Dad.

"We should be able to think of something, together," he said. "It's possible that Dumbledore might help us."

"I think he would, but I also think it would draw too much attention to us to do that," Mum said. "We've got to solve this one on our own." She smiled, briefly. "You think we can manage?"

"Between you, me, and Remus, Pettigrew's as good as dead already," Dad said firmly. He yawned. 

"We're doing nothing tonight," Mum said firmly. "If you've eaten, you can come with me. I'll find you something else to wear, and you can wash up." She looked him up and down. "And you can get rid of that beard. It looks horrible."

"Not many barbers in Azkaban," Dad commented wryly. "After all, Dementors don't need them."

"Sirius, you're incorrigible. Sometimes I think that you'll make a joke out of dying."

"I'm not that bad," he protested. __

"You are, but let's not debate the point tonight." She paused, getting to her feet. "I've got your wand. I'll give it to you tonight or tomorrow, whichever you like."

"Thank you," he said. "I never thought I'd see it again." He stood. "I never thought I'd see you again, either," he said slowly.

"I know," she whispered. "I – I thought you'd killed those people, of course, but I couldn't get myself to hate you, no matter how hard I tried. I couldn't forget you either." I noticed that she wasn't looking at him as she spoke, but at the floor. Her fists were clenched so tightly that her knuckles were white. Dad reached out a hand and touched her shoulder. She turned her eyes to his face.

"I wish that I could say the same," he replied. "But in Azkaban, the Dementors took almost all my memories of you. There were a few horrible ones, but mostly, the time I spent with you was happy." He looked at her, standing there silent, for a moment before continuing. "Your face was one of the first things to come back to me after I escaped," he said quietly. 

"Oh, Sirius," she said, taking his hand. "We'll get everything straightened up, my love. We'll be able to live the rest of our lives together, the way we should have had these past years."

"I hope so," he said. "If only we can."

"We will," she declared, and led him from the room.

I replaced the floorboard and James went off to his room without either of us saying a word. Then I got into my bed and closed my eyes and waited for sleep to come.

James and I, Adhara circling overhead, wandered happily through the forest one bright summer afternoon in July. Our parents were back at the house, enjoying the sunshine as well. I know that I still was amazed at having a dad around. But James and I had both agreed that our father was great. He'd spent a lot of time with us over the past three weeks since showing up at our house. Of course, it wasn't as if he could go anywhere else; the Ministry was still after him, of course. He was looking a lot better already; he'd shaved off that horrible beard and Mum had given him a haircut, and she seemed to be trying to put twenty pounds on him in a week.

"It's too bad that Dad and Uncle Remus are leaving tomorrow," James commented.

"I know," I agreed. Uncle Remus had gone somewhere a few days ago –he hadn't said where –and when he got back, he and dad were going to hunt down Pettigrew. "Maybe it won't take long, and he'll be back soon."

"Have you thought about what that will mean?" James asked me.

"Sure I have," I said. "Maybe we'll get to see other wizards now and then. We might even go to Hogwarts!

"I don't know if we will be allowed to," James said. "But if we are…"

"Anyway, it'll be really neat to have Dad around all the time."

"I think Mum has been a lot happier these past few weeks than we've ever seen her."

"Of course she has been," I said. "What do you expect of her?" We were interrupted by a crackling branch. I whirled around, feeling nervous. Out of the trees stepped Adhara the centaur. She looked very concerned.

"You are not safe," she said, ignoring my brother's open mouth and amazed expression. "There is danger around. Go now!" I thought it would be a good idea to do as she said, but James wanted to ask questions.

"What's going on?" he asked. "Who are you?"

"Go!" she said again. I pulled on James' arm, but he dug his heels into the ground.

"There aren't supposed to be centaurs around here. What are you up to?"

"James, let's go now!"

"I just want a few answers." He ripped his arm from my grip. I turned, hesitating to flee and leave my brother alone, but afraid of what might happen next.

"Too late," Adhara said. Into the clearing came a dozen men, wearing black robes and holding their wands ready. I felt horribly afraid. Their leader was a short, thin man with small eyes and colorless eyes. He motioned to his men. One shot something at the centaur. She fell to the forest floor. I stood frozen where I was in terror. James gave me a shove to get me moving and we tried to escape, but it was hopeless. One of the men shot a burst of white light at me, knocking me to the ground. I tried to get up, but couldn't.

"Run, James!" I yelled. He was near the edge of the clearing and might have made it. But he turned back to try to stop the men.

"Don't touch my sister!" he yelled. The leader laughed and shot a curse at him. James fell in a heap near me. I felt the world spinning and knew I was about to faint. Then the world went dark.

Jenny and Sirius were outside, enjoying the sunshine and relaxing.

"Remus will be back tomorrow," Jenny said contemplatively. "Maybe you should have gone with him. I know it's not easy on him…"

"I wanted to spend time with you and the children, Jenny. After all, Remus and I are going to hunt down Pettigrew. I hope it won't take long, but I don't know that for sure." His face set in hard lines. Jenny sighed.

"Just be careful, dear," she pleaded. 

"I will be," Sirius promised. "As careful as I can be."

"Which isn't very." Jenny rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. "I should be going with you. On your own, you're likely to get yourself killed."

"Remus will be with me," Sirius pointed out. "If you can't trust me, can you at least count on him to keep me from doing anything too foolish?" He smiled and put his arm around her. "He does have sense."

"Yes," Jenny snapped, "but you never listen to him. You never did, just to me, or James…" she trailed off, blinking a little to hold back tears.

"Hey," Sirius said gently, "I'll listen, okay? I won't do anything too stupid."

"Oh, you," she laughed. "I just wish that I was going."

"We've been over this before," Sirius reminded her. "You have to stay here with the twins." He grinned. It still seemed to look out of place on his face. "I'm still having trouble with the idea that I've got kids."

"I never did think you were much for brains," she teased. He painted a look of injury across his face. Jenny laughed. "Oh, but I've missed you, Sirius."

"I've missed you too, Jenny darling," he said, embracing her. "I promise, we'll get Pettigrew and have everything settled fast enough. Then we can pull our lives back together."

"Yes," she said firmly. "So no slip-ups, all right?"

"Fine." Their conversation was interrupted suddenly by the arrival of Adhara. The bird was very upset about something; her right wing was missing feathers.

"Something's wrong," Jenny said, worry in her voice. "What is it? Oh –the children!" She began scanning the forest, as if hoping to see some sign of them.

"Look!" Sirius said abruptly. He pointed to an owl that was coming closer and closer. It circled them and dropped a paper on Sirius' head. He picked it up, read it quickly. As he did so, his face went white. He thrust it to Jenny, unable to speak. Fear making her heart leap to her throat, Jenny scanned the note.

_Padfoot, old friend,_

If you want your children to remain unharmed, do nothing and wait for my instructions. They're perfectly safe now –guests of myself and my master. They will be safe as long as you do not attempt to find me or attack the Dark Lord. Greet your lovely wife for me.

The note was unsigned, but it hardly needed a signature.

"Wormtail!" Sirius hissed, clenching his hands into fists. "If only I'd killed him when I had the chance!"

"That's not important now," Jenny said. She was trembling with fear, trying hard not to panic. _My children have been kidnapped! What am I to do? James and Lily, captives of Voldemort!_. "We've got to figure out what to do. We need to tell Dumbledore, the Ministry."

"Yes," Sirius said. "We'll send them this note –it just might convince them that I'm telling the truth." But as he spoke, the note burst into flame. In four seconds, it was ash.

"Wonderful," Jenny said bitterly. "What are we going to do?"

"We'll have to get Moony here. He and I will go after Pettigrew."

"Remus can't come back today, you know that! It's still full moon. And if you go after Pettigrew, what will happen to James and Lily? Will he hurt them? We need to get the Ministry in on this. You'll have to hide, though."

"I'm not leaving you alone," Sirius said firmly. "What if Wormtail tries to hurt you?"

"I can take care of myself," Jenny protested. "It's James and Lily who need protection. We need Dumbledore. And you know what will happen if the Ministry shows up and you're here."

"I don't like the idea of hiding," Sirius said, "but I suppose you're right. I'll hide –but nearby. Where?"

"The forest?" Jenny suggested. "It's huge, they'll never find you."

"Then I'll get my wand and go now, you clean things up so that the Ministry won't know I was here." He didn't look happy with the plan, but they didn't have a better one.

"Right," Jenny said. She seemed in much better control of herself now that a course of action had been decided upon.

Jenny's mind raced as she quickly cleared away all traces of Sirius' stay at their home. She'd tell Dumbledore first, he'd know what to do. Remus would be back tomorrow, he'd help. _Very convenient that this happened during the full moon,_ she thought grimly. _Pettigrew's taking as few chances as he can._ As soon as she'd finished her task, she sat down and wrote a brief note to Dumbledore. Her hand shook a little from worry as she wrote.

_Professor Dumbledore:_

_ _

My children have been kidnapped. I believe that one or more of Voldemort's men may be behind this. Please come immediately.

She signed the note 'Jenny Anderson' from force of habit, then thought for a moment. Finally, she left it. If the Ministry really was reading her letters, she didn't want them wondering why she'd started using her proper name after all these years.

Dumbledore's reply arrived quickly, in less than three hours, but she spent the whole time worrying and it felt more like three days. He said that he would bring Ministry of Magic officials down immediately. Jenny hoped that Sirius would stay out of sight. _He isn't that stupid,_ she told herself. _ I don't think he'd let himself be caught like that. _ But it just added to her worries.

It was dark when the Ministry officials arrived. Dumbledore led Cornelius Fudge into the room. The third person to come in was Severus Snape. Jenny felt shock and a bit of fear at the sight of the man who had nearly had her husband killed not long ago. He had no expression on his face, but a glint in his eye suggested that he was enjoying himself.

"Minister Fudge," Jenny said, letting her surprise show in her voice. "I didn't expect you to come."

"I'm afraid that the Minister received some information shortly after we got your message," he said. "Your children may have been kidnapped by Sirius Black." Jenny felt like laughing in Fudge's face, but refrained. She was terrified for her children, after all, and just because Fudge was wrong about the culprit didn't mean that the children weren't in danger.

"Why do you think that?" she asked. Fudge seemed to be relieved that she hadn't started screaming in terror or fainting.

"We received a message, telling us to call off the manhunt on Black or that the children would be harmed," he said. Jenny glanced at Dumbledore. There was no hint of his thoughts showing in those impenetrable blue eyes.

"In that case," Snape began smoothly, "perhaps you have less to fear than you thought. I doubt that Black would harm his own children."

"They are his?" Fudge queried. "I mean, I know you were married…"

"Of course they're his children!" Jenny snapped. "But I don't remember telling you, Snape."

"It hardly takes a genius to figure out whose children they are," Snape said slowly. Jenny felt his eyes boring into her. "Though I did not know that the two of you were married." Jenny felt herself flush.

"What can we do?" she asked, addressing Dumbledore. "They –they could be killed." She began to tremble and tried to get a grip on herself.

"We must be very careful," Dumbledore said. "Their abductor is a very devious, very evil man." Only Jenny knew that Dumbledore meant Pettigrew rather than Sirius.

"The hunt for Black has been redoubled," Fudge put in. "I mean, we can't just let him do things like this, can we? We'll find him soon enough…"

"That's what you've been saying for a year," Snape reminded him. He turned toward Jenny. "I know it must be hard on you, but don't worry. We'll catch that madman and save your children." His expression was curious; she rather thought he was trying hard not to smile. _He must be savoring this,_ she thought bitterly. _He always did hate Sirius, and me too._

"That's right," Fudge said, nodding.

"But we must be careful. After all, Black isn't sane. Who knows what he could do?" Snape's expression was duly sympathetic, but Jenny could see the malice in his eyes. She wanted to scream, to strangle him, to try to convince Fudge that Sirius was innocent, but she knew how futile any of those things would be. _I have sense, right? That's what I've always said. Now's the time to use that sense. I'm going to do the best acting job in the history of the world, and then they'll leave and Dumbledore and I can actually make plans._ She took a deep breath.

"He may not be sane, Minister, but nothing will have happened to his intellect. Sirius was always a superb chess player. If he is behind this kidnapping, you might as well assume that he has six or seven plans lined up, traps arranged, and defenses secured." She paused for a moment. "So you'd better have me in on your plans. James and Lily are my children, and I am the only person who ever defeated Sirius at chess. If you want to defeat him now, you'll need my help." _You might have gotten somewhere catching Sirius if you'd taken my offer of help last year. You didn't believe me then that I was on your side. But now I know what side I'm on, and you'll never beat the two of us. But you aren't the opponent, are you? It's Pettigrew- or Voldemort._

"That's a very moving speech," Snape said. "I'm sure the Minister will include you in any decisions?"

"Oh, yes, that sounds like an excellent idea, Severus. It might be wise for you to come up to London for a few days."

"I don't know, Minister," Jenny said. "I'll have to think about that."

"Yes, of course. I must be off now. Severus, are you coming?" Snape followed the Minister from the room. Jenny watched them go. Once they had left, she turned back to where Dumbledore stood.

"I'm very scared," she said bluntly. "Pettigrew's got my children, and there's no telling what he'll do."

"He wants something," Dumbledore said. "What might that be?"

"I think he's terrified of Sirius. He and Remus were going to head off after Pettigrew tomorrow, to try to catch him, to clear Sirius' name." Jenny shook her head. "Or it could be some design of Voldemort's that we don't know about yet." She took a deep breath to quiet the panic rising in her. "What are we going to do?"

"We have to wait for him to make his move," Dumbledore said. "You should come to London, I think. Where's Sirius?"

"Hiding. As soon as they're all gone, I'll get him and we can work things out."

"That may not be wise," Dumbledore cautioned. "Severus is clearly not convinced of where your loyalties lie."

"Even after my children have been kidnapped?" Jenny was incredulous. "He's insane."

"He's not insane," Dumbledore said quietly. "He really does think that Sirius is guilty, though I doubt he'd listen to evidence to the contrary. And women on the Dark Side have done terrible things before, even to their own children. If he thought you were working for Voldemort, he'd do anything he could to convince Fudge to have you arrested."

"I have to tell Sirius something," Jenny said, staring out into the darkness. "I'll come up to London, but I've got to let him know."

"I can manage to make sure that you won't be followed," Dumbledore promised, "but you can't take too long."

"All right," she said. "I'll go in a few minutes. I should get him some spare clothes and things." She looked around uncertainly. "I –I have to do something," she said at last. "There's got to be something I can do to help find them."

"Don't worry about that right now," Dumbledore said firmly. "Concentrate on one thing at a time. But if it makes you feel any better, I don't think Pettigrew will hurt James and Lily. He wants them for some reason, so he won't be anxious to harm them."

"I hope you're right," she whispered, and slipped from the room.

She hurried into the forest, her wand showing a few feet of the path ahead of her at a time. She just hoped that Sirius was where she thought he was.

As she reached the clearing with the white rock where she thought Sirius might be, she slowed. There didn't seem to be anyone there. A minute later, though, Sirius appeared.

"What's happened?" he asked, seeing the bundle that she carried. She explained the past few hours' events.

"That Snape," Sirius growled, his face darkening. "Don't let him give you any trouble, Jenny."

"I won't," she assured him. "I'll go up to London tonight and get in touch with Remus tomorrow."

"That sounds like a good plan," Sirius agreed. 

"What will you be doing?" she asked.

"I can't just sit around doing nothing," he said, prowling around the clearing. "I have to try to find where Pettigrew's holed up. If the Ministry's off on a false scent, it might be up to us to get James and Lily out of there."

"Sirius, he's sure to know that that's what you'll do," Jenny cried. "He'll have traps in place and you'll be killed! I can't lose you, not after I just got you back again! And –if you go after him, he might hurt James and Lily!"

"I can't just let him have them," Sirius said bluntly.

"Voldemort will kill you," she said, crying.

"He won't kill me, love," Sirius assured her, wrapping his arms around her. She was trembling. "I have to do something, though, can't you see that? If I hadn't come here, they would never have been in any trouble. I can't just leave them. They're my children too."

"Oh, Sirius, be careful, please be careful," she pleaded. 

"I can take care of myself," he said.

"Not very well," she retorted, sniffing back tears. "I'd have nothing to do if that was the case." 

"I promise, I'll get the kids, and I'll be fine. There'll be plenty of time afterwards to debate whether or not I'm careful, or an idiot." He held her for a long moment.

"I need to get back," she said reluctantly. 

"Jenny," Sirius began. She looked at him. He paused for a long moment before continuing. "If –if this doesn't work right, I – I love you, I always will. Just –that's all." She looked at him a long moment.

"I love you, my husband," she said, and kissed him. Then she slipped back off toward home.

Disclaimer: I invented Jenny and the twins and both Adharas. J.K. Rowling and her publishers own the rest.

_ _

_ Brief explanation of the title: All the titles in this series are chess terms. Pinning means that one player has a piece attacking his opponent, but if the opponent moves, he loses another piece, usually a more valuable one. So if Sirius goes after Pettigrew, the twins are in danger, but if he doesn't go after Pettigrew, there's no way he'll clear his name._

_ _

_ Next piece expected: who knows when? I should have time to work on this this week, but I do have Alternity, and I need to get some pieces of Magical Mischief Makers done before too long._


	4. Midgame Manuevers

> <meta name="ProgId"> 

I woke slowly. For a moment, I couldn't remember what had happened. Then the memory of the attack in the forest flooded back to me. I sat up quickly. That made me aware of just how much my head hurt.

I was in a stone place, and there was very little light. It was cold and damp.

"James?" I called. I heard a groan off to the side. "James? Is that you?" I'd headed for the noise but my hands felt bars in front of me. I heard the noise of someone pulling himself to his feet on the other side of the bars.

"I'm here, Lily," he said weakly. "You all right?"

"My head hurts, but other than that I'm fine. Where are we?"

"I don't know. Who were those people?"

"They must be working for Voldemort," I reasoned. "No one else would want to kidnap us."

"Well, we've got to get out of here." James felt the bars between us. "Go around the walls where you are. Try to find a door or something." I did as he said. On the third wall I felt bars instead of stone. I pushed hard against them, but they didn't give at all.

"It's locked," I reported. 

"So's the one on my side." He let out his breath slowly. "So we've just got to wait."

"Great." I sat down against the cold stone. "I wonder if Mum has figured out that we're gone yet."

"I don't know how long it's been," James said. "But I'm sure she knows. She and Dad are probably heading here to rescue us right now."

"But what if that's what our captors want?" I worried. "What if they're killed?"

"We can't do anything, Lily," James said. "Let's talk about something more cheerful."

"Like what? All I can think about is my head, which hurts, and my stomach, which is empty, and my back, which is wet, and my feet, which are cold." I said sulkily. "You think of whatever you want. I'm going to pretend I'm dead."

"Oh, like that'll help," James said sarcastically. "Come on. Be cheerful. Mum and Dad will get us out of here. Dad will catch Pettigrew. We'll all live happily ever after."

"This isn't a fairy tale," I reminded him.

"How would you know?" 

I tried to answer him, but just as I thought of something to say, light appeared in the dungeons. It was quite far off, and it wasn't daylight. It was the light caused by a burning torch, or a fire, red-orange rather than yellow-white. It was coming closer, too.

Suddenly, whoever was approaching must have turned the corner, for the dungeons were filled with light. I shielded my eyes. It wasn't very bright, but after who knows how long in almost total darkness, it was too much for my eyes. Once I was adjusted to the light, I looked at the man carrying it.

It was the small man who had led our abductors. He was smiling in an unpleasant way.

"I'm pleased to see you've woken up," he said. I didn't like his tone of voice. "So pleased to meet you. I don't believe we've been introduced? I am Peter Pettigrew." I stared at the man in revulsion. So this was the traitor who'd betrayed his friends, who was responsible for the years my father had spent in prison.

"I see you've heard of me," he said in a tone that was meant to be pleasant. "Excellent. That means I don't have to explain things."

"Why have you taken us prisoner?" James demanded.

"My dear boy, surely that's obvious? Insurance, of course. I don't want your father showing up while I am busy with my master's tasks. Don't worry. You'll be well treated while you are here. If you promise to obey me, I'll even let you out of the dungeons."

"Never!" James said firmly.

"As stubborn as your parents. Such a shame. All my old friends were stubborn, not that it got them anywhere. If they'd only bent a little… my master is most generous to those who serve him."

"Sure," I said. "That's why you spent thirteen years as a rat." His face darkened.

"Better than my old friends got," he hissed. "Better than being dead, or in Azkaban… or reviled by the wizarding world, like your mother and the werewolf."

"Werewolf?" James asked.

"So they didn't tell you? I suppose that's to be expected. My old friend, Remus Lupin, he is a werewolf. Doesn't like to talk about it, of course, but it's a shame he won't work for my master. Such a one as he would be welcome on our side. Instead, he allies himself with the weak, sentimental members of our society." He laughed at the looks on our faces. "I shall leave you to think things over now," he said. "When I return, we'll talk again." He left, taking the torch with him.

"Is he lying, you think?" I asked shakily.

"Got to be. He's lying through his teeth." James didn't sound as sure of himself as his brave words indicated though.

"Right, he's just trying to make us upset," I reasoned.

"But…" James seemed to think things over. "Well, I wouldn't trust what Pettigrew says, that's for sure. But –it does fit, you know. It was just the full moon, you know –and he did go off…. And there is something about him…."

"But he's a nice person," I said weakly. "And Pettigrew said he wouldn't serve Voldemort."

"That doesn't mean he's not a werewolf, though," James said slowly. "I don't know."

"We can ask Mum when she –when she and Dad come for us," I said, shivering a little from the damp.

"That sounds right to me. Anyway, if our parents are friends with him, surely they'll know. So if he's a werewolf, it must be okay. And if he's not, well, we already know that Pettigrew's a liar."

"James, we must be very careful," I said. "After a while in the dungeons, we might be tempted to do anything Pettigrew ask, just to get out, and we mustn't."

"We won't, Lily, we won't," James said firmly. "Just remember what Mum taught us, and we'll be fine." Neither of us spoke for a long time after that.

Staring into the dark, not speaking, my mind began to wander and come up with strange ideas. Was that a noise in the dungeons beyond me? Was something looking at me? What strange creatures would inhabit a stronghold of Voldemort? I shivered and pulled my knees up to my chest. The darkness was oppressive. We'd be trapped here forever, living out our lives in darkness, while above us, the world went on, uncaring. And Pettigrew would return, again and again, to mock us and offer us life, if only we would follow his master. And perhaps one day I'd be too weak to resist.

Suddenly, fear knotted my insides and I began to gasp for breath. I was panicking. What was I going to do? Mum and Dad would never find us, never get us out of here. For all I knew, they were dead already. For all I knew, Dad had been recaptured and was in Azkaban. Or, worse, we might see them again, but they would have turned to the shadow…

"Stop it!" I yelled aloud.

"Lily?" James asked.

"I –I'm sorry, James. I was just terrified there, a moment ago."

"So was I, until you yelled," James said slowly. "Ridiculous things, too, like Mum and Dad being on Voldemort's side."

"I thought that, too."

"Well, I bet that Pettigrew was behind that. Some magic designed to make us do what he wants us to."

"It won't work," I said. 

"Did you hear that, Pettigrew? It won't work!" James shouted. 

Jenny paced up and down the room at the Leaky Cauldron. When a knock came, she flew to the door and opened it.

"Oh, Remus, thank goodness you're here."

"I came as soon as I got word," Remus said. "How bad are things?"

"Pretty bad," Jenny said levelly. "We don't have any leads on where the twins are, the Ministry's convinced that Sirius kidnapped them, and Snape is hanging around like a ghoul."

"What's Dumbledore got to say?"

"Not much. He says we have to wait, that we don't have enough information yet. I don't want to wait. I can't sleep, can't eat for worry. What will Pettigrew do to them? They're so young!" She sat still except for her hands, which were knotting and unknotting a handkerchief. She didn't seem aware of what she was doing. Remus looked on, not really knowing what to say.

"I know, Jenny," Remus said heavily. "Where is Sirius? What's he doing?"

"I don't know," Jenny replied, staring out of the window. "He was hiding, but I think he's going to try to find the twins." The handkerchief lay on the ground now, completely forgotten, and her hands were clasped together so hard that her knuckles were white.

"I'll help him," Remus declared. "I'll go now, we'll track down Pettigrew." He half-turned as if to leave immediately

"Are you sure that's safe?" Jenny asked uneasily, causing him to halt in his tracks. "I'm sure that Snape is watching us. What if he finds you and Sirius together?"

"I'll make sure he doesn't follow me," Remus assured her, crossing the room and sitting in a chair near her. "We can't just leave the twins to Pettigrew, can we?" He essayed a small smile but it faded quickly.

"No, of course not." Jenny looked back at Remus. Her eyes were wet. "I'm so scared. They – I love them so much, I couldn't bear to lose them. For years, they were the only things I had, to make me live, to make me care." She bit her lower lip, trying to hold back the tears now about to pour from her eyes.

"We'll find them, Jenny," Remus promised. He took her hand in his and looked her straight in the eye. "Whatever it takes, we'll save them."

"Oh, I wish I could go," Jenny wailed. It seemed that Remus' gesture had made her lose whatever scrap of self-control she had possessed. "But I can't. Fudge and Dumbledore keep talking to me. Snape is sure that I'm up to something, I know he is. I have to stay here."

"We'll let you know as soon as we find something out," Remus assured her. He stood and began to walk toward the door. "You just do whatever you have to." Jenny nodded, unable to speak. Remus paused at the exit. He seemed as if he would speak, but shook his head and left.

Jenny stood at the window, looking down at the people passing by on Diagon Alley. She watched as a young boy eluded his mother's grasp to join his friends. She saw a woman comforting her daughter as the girl scraped her knee. She saw a young couple walking hand in hand. And a large family, mother, father, and four or five children, spending the day together. A tear ran down her face. _Why are they so happy?_ she wondered bitterly. _Look at them. Happy people, happy children, whole families. Look at me. My children are kidnapped by Voldemort. My husband is running for his life. Most of the people who I have loved in my life are dead. Why does this happen to me? Why?_

Her mind showed her, again, the images that she'd tried to keep out, the pictures that haunted her nightmares. She remembered the Potters' funeral, remembered how they had looked when last she had seen them, lying together, dead. She remembered the headlines that had proclaimed to all the world that her husband had worked for Voldemort, had destroyed thirteen lives, had gone mad. 

But then she remembered the years that she and Lily, her friend, had spent together, closer than sisters. She remembered the day that she had realized that she loved Sirius, the day that they had married. She remembered the day that her twins had been born. That had been a day of sorrow and joy mixed together. 

There had been many days like that in the past twelve years. Her joy in her children had been mingled with sorrow that Sirius was not with her, that he was a criminal. 

_I don't have any business standing here feeling sorry for myself,_ she told herself. _It isn't doing me, or the children, or Sirius, any good. _Jenny sat down in a chair, sighing.

She had half-dozed off when another knock came on the door. Instantly she bolted upright. 

The manager of the Leaky Cauldron, Tom, stood at the door. He was half-smiling, apologetically. 

"There's some men who want to see you," he said. "They're downstairs in a private room."

"Thank you for telling me," she said, and followed him down. Perhaps these were Ministry workers with news about her children.

Three men stood in the room. They had notebooks and one carried a big camera.

"We're from the _Daily Prophet_," one explained. Jenny glanced at the other men. One was scribbling something in his book, the other seemed to be focusing his camera.

"I don't want to talk to you," she said shortly.

"Please, just a short statement. We've already spoken to the Minster of Magic. He's assured us that the hunt for Black has been redoubled. He also said that they don't have any current leads."

"I really have no wish to discuss the matter," she said again, and turned to leave. The cameraman got a picture of her before she could turn all the way away.

"Any comment on why Black may be trying such a move?" the persistent reporter asked.

"I don't want to talk about things," she said shortly, and left the room.

Remus Lupin returned to the Leaky Cauldron at midmorning the next day. He asked if Jenny was in her rooms or not.

"She's in her rooms, all right," Tom said easily. "Hasn't left. Suppose it'd be all right for you to go up, seeing as you're her friend." Remus climbed the stairs slowly, thinking of the previous day's futile hunt for Sirius.

Jenny didn't answer his knocks. After a few minutes, Remus opened the door. Jenny was sitting and staring out of the window. A newspaper lay across her lap, but she didn't look at it. She turned slowly and looked at Remus. A small smile half-heartedly crossed her face.

"I didn't know it was you," she said quietly. "I really don't want to talk to most people right now."

"Is something else wrong?" Remus asked worriedly.

"Look," she said, handing him the papers. **Breaking News on Black Situation** the headline proclaimed. Jenny's picture was on the front page, her head half turned away from the camera. It looked as if she were evading scrutiny. Remus read the story.

Recent developments in the Sirius Black case have been startling and rapid. We attempted to interview Jenny Anderson, the mother of the kidnapped children, but she refused to comment. The Ministry says it hopes to make a breakthrough soon, but has no leads as of this printing.

More startling is the information that the kidnapped children, Lily and James Anderson, are in fact Black's own children. Our source, though highly reliable, did not want to be identified. However, the _Prophet_ has managed to confirm that Black and Anderson were married some thirteen years ago. The children, who are twelve years old, do not attend any school of wizardry, for unknown reasons.

The article continued in the same vein for several pages. When Remus finally put it down, he saw that Jenny was staring out the window again.

"This –this is horrible," Remus said weakly, not sure what he should say. "They call this journalism? It's scandal-mongering."

"Three guesses who their 'source' is," Jenny said bitterly. "It's amazing how wrong people can be."

" 'Oh, what fool these mortals be,' and that," Remus agreed. "But Snape should have the decency not to do something like this to you." He indicated the paper with a vague wave.

"I just can't take all this." Jenny stood rapidly, spilling the papers to the floor. "It's bad enough that James and Lily are kidnapped, bad enough that the idiots at the Ministry think that Sirius kidnapped them, but I do not need press people hounding me!" She brought her fist down on the table with a _thump!_ "I want to be out there helping Sirius, trying to save James and Lily. Instead, I'm sitting here, waiting for the idiot who we've got for Minister to decide to tell me what's going on. They could be out of the country by now!" She looked at Remus, really seeing him for the first time. "Why are you back, anyway?"

"There's no sign of Sirius," Remus said heavily. "His bike's gone, too. I'm afraid he's gone off on his own."

"Blast!" Jenny muttered. "He's sure to get himself killed, or caught. And what about Lily and James!"

"Jenny, Sirius did manage to avoid being caught for almost a year on his own," Remus reminded her.

"But he wasn't going somewhere where, most likely, Voldemort is!" Jenny exclaimed. "That's what I'm so afraid of, that Voldemort is –wherever the twins are. If Pettigrew's bad, what of Voldemort? What might he do to the children?" She collapsed into the chair, her head in her hands. 

"Jenny, I know how you feel," Remus said sympathetically. "Lily and James mean a lot to me, too. Those twelve years – the only happy memories I have are of spending time with you and your children. You're the closest I've ever come to having a family of my own."

"Oh, Remus," Jenny said quietly. "Have I ever thanked you for being there for me all those years? I could never have made it without you, and Lily and James, of course."

"And I'm here for you now," Remus said. "We'll get through this one, too."

**Well, what's going to happen next? I'm not telling… Yes, I do know, and I'll tell you one thing –Harry may show up. Emphasis on may. I hope to get it up soon, but as writing this is depressing me –Jenny is just so miserable right now! – it may take longer than I'd like.**

** Disclaimer: J K Rowling is a wonderful author and I'm not claiming any of her creations as mine. I'm also not trying to make money off them. Please don't sue me.**


	5. Queen Into Battle

> <meta name="ProgId">  Sirius flew high above the clouds

Sirius flew high above the clouds. Anyone on the ground would be trying his best to avoid the awful storm that was blowing, but Sirius, seated once again on his motorcycle, flew dry. The moon shone down and all the stars were bright. Other than the bitter cold, the ride was pleasant.

He thought he knew where Pettigrew might be hiding. The spells that he and Jenny had labored over days ago, before the twins had been kidnapped, had given them a rough idea of Pettigrew's location, and he'd narrowed it down a bit more. Now he was headed toward Dunstanburgh Castle, a ruin in the north of England. _Just the sort of place that Voldemort might use. I'll bet he'd like some magnificent old ruin to use as a base._ He checked the compass he'd mounted on the bike so many years ago and adjusted his course slightly. _Maybe I should have sent word to Jenny, somehow. But I don't want her to worry. Remus'll look out for her._ Hour after hour, Sirius sped north.

"Well, I say, Severus, that's going a bit far." Cornelius Fudge and Severus Snape were alone in the Minister's office. Fudge had his usual 'puzzled puppy' look on his face. "I mean, surely you don't think she'd hurt her own children!"

"I hardly think that Anderson had anything to do with the kidnapping," Snape said smoothly. "But I am sure she was helping Black. I'd think that it was obvious to you, Minister. She and the werewolf both."

"There's hardly any proof, Severus," Fudge mumbled. "I spoke to them both shortly after Black escaped. Anderson offered to help us find Black. She was quite upset over his escape, and worried that he might come after her."

"She and Black were _very_ close, you know, Minster," Snape said softly. "I believe that she had him at her home at some point in the past few months. What I think happened is that his master summoned him and he took the children –as insurance, you might say. And of course she wouldn't admit that she was helping him."

"I say, Severus, that's a bit hard on her. I'm sure she wouldn't do anything like that."

"Then why didn't she divorce him after he was sent to Azkaban?" Snape stared at the Minister, who shifted his gaze away uncomfortably. "For all these years, she's been practically a hermit, living in that old manor house with her children. I've spoken to people, the only visitor she ever had was Lupin, the werewolf. I'd say, Minister, that quite possible, the children have been raised to serve He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named."

"Oh, come now, Severus, come now. We never found anything linking Anderson to the –to _that_ side."

"Except for Black, himself," Snape pointed out nastily. 

"Well, you've got to understand –after all, from all accounts, she was very upset over the whole business. Of course, I wasn't Minister then, but my department was quite involved in the cover-up and cleanup afterwards…And Dumbledore vouches for her."

"I think everyone depends on Dumbledore a bit too much," Snape said icily. His face was composed, but his eyes were full of contempt for Fudge. The Minister, fortunately, did not notice. "No denying that he is a great wizard, but he is a bit –well, he's getting old. You can hardly blame him if he's beginning to lose mental capacities. Some of his recent decisions have hardly been as wise as they might have been. Look at the men he has selected for the Dark Arts post three years running at Hogwarts. And, frankly, he seemed more amused than anything else over the final escapade with Black last year."

"Perhaps you are correct," Fudge began. He shook his head. "Well, Severus, very nice talking to you, but I must go now, you understand." He held the door for Snape and followed him out of the room.

Tom, the barkeeper of the Leaky Cauldron was used to all manner of strange folk passing through. Between the hags, trolls, gnomes, dwarves and other creatures who popped in on their way to Diagon Alley, nothing would surprise him. So when a young girl came in one August afternoon, he didn't even blink, just asked if he could help her.

"I'm looking for a Jenny Anderson," the girl said. "I've been told she's staying here."

"That's right," Tom said. "She's in, too."

"I need to see her," the girl said. She fixed Tom with a steady stare. Somehow she commanded more respect than her fourteen or fifteen years automatically merited. Tom turned and went up the stairs. He knew that Jenny had gotten in an hour or so ago, having left early that morning. He didn't pry into his patrons' business, but he knew that Jenny was hardly a typical customer. He'd seen her picture in the papers, along with all sorts of stories about her… Still, she seemed a nice woman, if a bit distracted by the kidnapping of her children. Tom knocked on the door.

"Come in." Jenny was seated at the table near the window, writing something.

"Excuse me, ma'am, but there's a girl here to see you. She said she needed to see you. Didn't give her name."

"How old a girl?" Jenny asked.

"Oh, fourteen, fifteen, I'd say. Brown hair, lots of it…" Tom trailed off. Jenny frowned in thought.

"Let her come up," she said finally, standing and putting the paper she had been writing on into a drawer. "Thank you, Tom." He nodded and left. Five minutes later, another knock sounded. Once again, Jenny said "Come in." This time it was the girl. She held something in her hand. She looked at Jenny for a long moment before coming in.

"Exactly who are you?" Jenny asked. She didn't even try to be polite; it had been a very long day already, between arguing with the Minister of Magic, eluding press hounds, and trying to get in touch with Remus, she was exhausted. Of course, the fact that it had been two weeks since the kidnapping and there were still no leads didn't help her.

"I'm Hermione Granger," the girl said. Jenny stared at her, trying to remember where she had heard that name. She couldn't. "I came –well, it's complicated. I'm a Muggle-born, but I get the papers delivered, and I read about your children being kidnapped." Jenny stared at the girl. Was she here to ask rude questions? If so, she'd be out before she could blink. _I do not have time for this today,_ she thought. Hermione was still speaking. "You're Sirius Black's wife, aren't you?"

"That's right," Jenny said shortly. "I don't see why that would matter to you, though, and I really-"

"Oh, I'm sorry," Hermione said. "I'm saying this all wrong. Anyway –er, have you possibly spoken with Professor Lupin in the last month or so?" Jenny was feeling very bewildered. Then, suddenly, she remembered.

"Of course, Hermione," she said, mostly to herself. "You were there with Harry and helped get Sirius out."

"Yes, I was. Oh, but Harry didn't tell Professor Lupin that. How did you know?"

"Sirius told me himself." Jenny allowed herself a small smile. Hermione looked very relieved.

"Oh, good, then he's okay. Ron and I have been wondering –we haven't been in touch with Harry at all, and we only knew that Sirius hadn't been recaptured, because it would have been all over the papers. I wanted to write to Professor Lupin, but we couldn't find where he was staying."

"Not surprising. He was at my house until a few weeks ago, and since them I haven't heard much from him." Jenny sighed. "So you came to find out whether I knew that Sirius was innocent?"

"I though you might know, but I did want to make sure," Hermione agreed. "Because I'm sure he had nothing to do with the kidnapping." She frowned a bit. "I was a bit surprised when I heard –about you and your children, that is. No one mentioned that…" she trailed off.

"I wasn't advertising the fact that I married Sirius, was I?" Jenny said dryly. "And since he didn't know about the twins until he showed up at my house, he could hardly have been expected to tell you." She grinned a little wryly. 

"I see," Hermione said. "Anyway," she held up an envelope and pushed it at Jenny. "I got this the other day. There was a letter that instructed me to give this package to you." Jenny took the envelope and ripped it open.

_Dear Jenny,_

_ _

_ How nice it is to be able to write to you again. I must say, it's a shame your husband won't take your advice any better now than twelve years ago. You'd think his time in Azkaban might have lent him more wisdom. I've learned that he's still looking for me. Perhaps I was wrong to think that he'd care more about his children than about clearing his name, but surely you could have persuaded him to listen to you? Your children are fine now, but if he keeps on…_

_ By the way, my master thinks highly of your children. He'd like to keep them here, but will return them if you wish. Just as long as he has Sirius' word that he'll not come after us. And yours too, of course. If you do, he'll allow you and Sirius and your children to live in peace. _

_ I'll get in touch with you soon for your answer –and might I recommend that it is yes? My master doesn't like being refused. The Potters learned that too late. Can you learn from their mistake? Just to keep your hopes from getting too high, this letter will burst into flame within ten minutes of you reading it, so don't even bother trying to show it to, say, Fudge. Not that he'd believe you anyway. And your traps were far too obvious, by the way. _

_ _

_ Sincerely, _

# Peter

Jenny slowly put the letter down. True to Pettigrew's word, it burst into flame. Hermione gave a little gasp. Jenny had quite forgotten the girl was in the room. Now she looked back at Hermione.

"I don't suppose that was good news," Hermione stated, her face pale.

"No. How did you get your hands on that, anyway?"

"An owl left it at my house. I was wondering why anyone who wanted to send you a letter didn't just post it to you." 

Jenny allowed herself a bitter laugh.

"Because he knew very well that I had spells in place to trap any owls he might send me. I was hoping to get a lead on where he is from the owl."

"It was just a normal owl, brown, nothing unusual about it," Hermione said. "I didn't even think of detaining it."

"No reason why you should have." Jenny stared at the tiny heap of ash. "Blast. I wish I knew what to do."

"It –it was from whoever kidnapped your children?" Hermione guessed.

"Yes, Pettigrew," Jenny spat grimly.

"Pettigrew?" Hermione asked, blanching. "I –I knew it wasn't Sirius, but I didn't know it was him." Jenny looked away.

"Pettigrew doesn't want Sirius going after him. That's why he's kidnapped my children." She sat down and put her head in her hands. "I don't know where Sirius is, or Remus either. I don't know where Pettigrew is, or I'd go after him. I don't know what to do." She spoke so quietly that Hermione could hardly hear.

"Can I do anything?" she asked. Jenny didn't look up, but she bit her lip. 

"I don't know," she sighed. "I'm going to talk to Dumbledore, then I'll try to get in touch with Sirius." She looked at Hermione. "And then I'm going home. I'm not staying here, that's for sure. So if you get another letter for me, you'll have to come to my house."

"If I do get another letter, I'll catch the owl," Hermione promised.

"You probably won't," Jenny said, getting to her feet. She walked over to the table, pulled out a pen and parchment, and began to write. "Now that you know what's going on, Pettigrew will be unlikely to use you as a courier."

"I'll let Ron know, too," Hermione said. "That way he can keep his eyes out.

"Thank you," Jenny said, turning once more to Hermione. She handed the girl the parchment. "That's where I live, on that paper, so if you get another letter, you will know where to find me. And please tell Harry everything. Let him know –tell him that when we get Sirius off, he'll have a place in my home, if he wants it."

"He'll want it, I'm sure."

"He would have had a place, for all these years, except for the Ministry." Jenny smiled sadly. "But whatever happens, I hope to see him soon. My friends' son… I hear he looks like James."

"That's what everyone says," Hermione agreed.

"My son, he does resemble his father, but not that much. And at least he's got more sense. Usually." Hermione wasn't really sure Jenny had been talking to her at all. She turned and walked to the door, turning as she took the knob. Jenny was still staring into space. Hermione thought about saying something else, but just went out and downstairs.

Jenny stared around the entrance hall of her home. It all seemed foreign to her. _It's far too quiet,_ she thought. For the first time in twelve years she was alone in the house. Of course the twins hadn't spent every minute of every day in the house, but they had had a _presence_ in the house, even if they weren't physically there. She felt lost. _I've been happy in this house,_ she realized. The time she'd spent with her children… those few, wonderful months that she and Sirius had spent as newlyweds… somehow it seemed that those things had happened somewhere else.

She went upstairs while pondering what Dumbledore had told her. They still had no leads on Pettigrew. She'd told shim everything that had been in the letter. His eyes had lost their customary sparkle and he looked very serious. 

"I don't have to tell you how bad this situation is," he'd said. "Voldemort has his own plans, and we don't know what they are. He could do anything, and we can't stop him. Not yet, anyway. Not until we know where he is or what he's up to." Jenny had nodded, tears welling up in her eyes. She had cried a lot in the past few weeks, more than since after the Potters had died. Dumbledore's words didn't give her any reassurance, but she did appreciate that he told her the exact truth.

"I don't know where Sirius is, and Remus left again too," she had told him. "So I can't give them Pettigrew's message, even if I thought that was the best thing to do." She took a deep breath to keep from weeping, and clenched her hands into fists. "And –Sirius would never do what Pettigrew asks, not even for the children. And neither would I." She looked away from Dumbledore, eyes blurred with the tears she could no longer hold back. "I swore, when –when my friends died – that no matter what, if Voldemort ever returned, I would help stop him. Even if it cost my life. I've agonized over it these past three nights, thinking about what I'd say. If it was just my life, it would be easy, but the children –oh, my babies." She bit her lip, trying to pull herself together. A spot of blood appeared. "But I will not help Voldemort. And I can't say that I won't try to stop him, because it's not true."

"Voldemort knows that most of his enemies are honorable people," Dumbledore said thoughtfully. "Can you imagine one of us trusting that Voldemort would keep his word?"

"Of course not," Jenny said, shaking her head. A lock of her hair fell into her face, but she didn't brush it aside. "But if I gave my word, I would keep it. So would Sirius."

"Voldemort knows that," Dumbledore repeated. "I'm sure he thinks that is one of our weaknesses. But it is one of our strengths."

"Yes," Jenny said. "But what good will that do us?"

"I don't know." 

Now, standing in her home, Jenny thought again about her decision. "But I won't let it come to that," she told herself. She'd come home, not to wait for news, as she'd told Fudge she was going to do, but to go and find her children.

She changed into warmer clothes and pulled out her bad-weather cloak. It might be cold where she was going. Then she went down to the broom closet. She glanced at her broom and smiled. "Maybe Lily was right and I should have gotten a new one," she murmured, "but I think my old one will still serve." She remembered how well it had served her when she played Quidditch all those years ago and sighed.

Ten minutes later, she was above the clouds and heading north. The first thing she had to do was find Sirius or Remus. Fortunately, she knew where to start looking.

"James," I called quietly. It was dark, of course; the dungeons were lit only when Pettigrew or one of his men came down. My brother mumbled something. "James!" I said louder.

"What?" he asked grumpily. 

"I'm trying to figure out how long we've been in here. Help me think."

"How can we guess?" James grumbled. "They've fed us eighteen times and it hasn't been enough. Maybe a day between meals, maybe less."

"So a couple of weeks, at a guess," I said. "I wonder where Mum and Dad are now."

"Looking for us," James said firmly. "All right, now that I'm awake, what are we going to do?"

"Since we still can't escape or get word to our parents, nothing," I said, sitting myself on the floor.

"I mean, how are we going to occupy ourselves so we don't go nuts?"

"Not chess. You can visualize the board but I can't."

"Fine," he said. "Riddles?"

"We've both asked every riddle we know in the past however long," I grumbled, crossing my arms. 

"Then let's tell stories," he said.

"Well, give me a few minutes to think of one," I said.

"Got one yet?" he asked a while later.

"No. The only ones I can think of are about people being held prisoner by ogres, or chained to rocks for eternity, or starved to death by wicked stepmothers." 

"Come on. Think of the ones Mum told us when we were younger."

"Like about the young princess who was kidnapped by an evil Muggle and rescued by a wizard on a Nimbus 2000?" I asked sarcastically. "No, I don't think that I want to think about that sort of story."

"Fine, no stories then," James said sharply. "Let's just sit here and count our toes and go slowly more insane, until we lose our minds and-" 

"Oh, shut up!" I yelled crossly. "This is all your fault. If you'd listened to that centaur, we might have escaped."

"Oh yeah?" he retorted. "What about if you had told me about the centaur so I might have believed her?"

"Sure, blame it on me! Say it wasn't your fault." We were right next to the bars between us now, yelling at each other's face, invisible in the inky darkness. James shoved me, hard, and I flew back into the wall.

"Ouch!" I yelled. 

"Oh, Lily," James said. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have gotten mad. Are you all right?"

"Yeah," I said, getting up from the ground. "Hey, what's that?"

"What?" James asked interestedly.

"Where my boot hit the wall, there's a little crack now. I can see light!" I got down on my knees. "It's some sort of window or something that was bricked up. The mortar's falling to bits, that's what I knocked out."

"Can you get any more out?"

"I think so." I began to chip at it as best as I could with my hands, but that was futile. So I took off my boot and started trying to knock out the mortar with the heel. That worked a little better. Five minutes later, I'd removed enough mortar to get a brick loose.

While I had been working, James had apparently moved closer to the bars than ever. 

"I can see light!" He called as I got the brick out. A hole opened up, big enough to see through. I got down on my stomach and peered out. The wall seemed to be quite thick, but I thought that I might be able to get my arm through it if the hole was just a bit larger.

It was day outside, but cloudy, so it didn't take long for my eyes to adjust to the light. "James," I said, "wherever we are, it's high up. I can see down for ages. Maybe this isn't really a dungeon, maybe it just looks like one." 

"What do you see outside?" James demanded.

"Well, wherever we are, it's pretty wild. I don't see any other buildings, just land. It's pretty chilly, too." I shivered as a breeze touched my face. "I can see the sky pretty well –hey, what's that? Is it? Oh –James, I can't believe this!"
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	6. Captured Pawns

> <meta name="ProgId">  I stared out the hole I'd made in incredulity

In incredulity, I stared through the hole I'd made.

"What is it?" James demanded. 

"It's Adhara!" I reached my hand out and managed to touch her feathers. "How did she find us?"

"Never mind that, do you think we can use her to take a message to Mum or Dad?" James was pacing around restlessly; I could hear him. "We don't have any paper or anything…"

"I know!" I yelled suddenly.

"Ouch! Keep it quiet!" James said angrily. "We don't want Pettigrew down here, you know."

"Sorry. I just thought of something, that's all. I'll give her my bracelet. Mum gave it to me last Christmas, she'll recognize it."

"Good idea," James agreed. I took my bracelet and thrust it through the hole. 

"Adhara, take this to Mum! Mum, Adhara, go, please!" I didn't know if she could understand me, but she took the bracelet in her beak and flew off. I watched her go. "Oh, please get there," I whispered.

Clouds rolled in and it began to rain. I put the bricks that I had removed back so that the rain wouldn't come in and make me wet. Since the mortar was gone, it wouldn't take long to get them back out. But the blackness that fell once more in the cell seemed even darker now.

Light appeared again, far off, the torchlight that accompanied our meals. I was a bit surprised; it hadn't been that long since we'd last been fed. Perhaps Pettigrew thought we'd be willing to do whatever he wanted us to. If he did, he was sadly mistaken.

But it wasn't Pettigrew or any of the guards we'd seen. The person who stood now in our tower prison was a woman. She was a rather beautiful woman, too. She had very light blond hair and blue eyes. Her red lips were curled in scorn as she looked at us. When she finally spoke, her voice seemed colder than the stones on which I lay.

"So," she said. "The Black twins. I had wondered when I'd meet you, but your mother doesn't seem to invite many of her old school friends to visit." She smiled spitefully. "Of course, who could blame her? Why would any of them associate with her, other than the werewolf..."

"Don't say things like that about my mother!" James yelled. From the shadows, I knew he'd just leapt to his feet and was shaking his fist at the woman.

"As impetuous as your father," the woman said, again smiling. "Perhaps you should remember where it got him. He could have been one of the most powerful men in the world, you know, if he'd chosen. I wasn't even that surprised when I learned he'd married your mother. He and his friends never knew what was best for them."

"Better in Azkaban than a traitor," I said bravely. "Better dead than working for – for _Voldemort_!" I yelled the name as loudly as I could.

"I see we have lots to work on," the woman said unpleasantly. "I'm glad Pettigrew fetched me before he could botch the job too badly." She laughed. "We'll be spending more time together later, dears. Goodbye for now." She swept off out of the cells, taking the torch with her.

"Who do you think that was?" James asked quietly.

"I have no idea," I whispered back. "I don't like her at all, though. And – I mean, I really hate Pettigrew, but he seems different, somehow. He's evil, but he's such a coward that even when he's threatening us I'm not too scared. But her, she's different."

"Yeah," James said quietly. "She's evil, too, but she's really terrifying. I think I'd rather face Pettigrew."

"Me too," I said, and shivered. It wasn't from the chill.

Jenny flew against the storm. She had no idea where she was anymore, and was having to employ every trick she'd ever learned, just to stay on. She knew she should have landed when the sky first began to darken, but she'd hoped to outrun the storm. Now it was too later; she'd never land safely in this. All she could hope to do was outride it.

_I really don't have any more sense than Sirius does,_ she thought fiercely. _Much good I'm going to do James and Lily if I get killed like this._ She couldn't see anything more than a foot from the end of her broom, the winds were spinning her about, and she was sopping wet. She also hadn't eaten since she'd left her home that morning. She had no idea how high above the ground she was, either. She peered through the storm, trying to see what lay ahead of her.

Suddenly, in front of her, she saw a gigantic tree. She tried to swerve away, but she was too late.

Crash! She smashed hard against the trunk and fell eight feet to the ground. Something in her arm cracked, and she felt a burst of pain. She let out one shout of anguish, and then everything went dark.

Padfoot was curled up under a tree, trying to avoid the storm. His senses, however, were very alert, so he heard the distant shriek, barely audible over the storm. It was a woman's voice, terrified and in pain.

Padfoot knew whose voice it was, knew instinctively that Jenny was out there, hurt. He loped off in the direction the scream had come from, still in dog form. Really, in this storm, there wasn't any other way to travel. He had no idea why Jenny would be there, in this storm, but didn't waste any time pondering the matter.

He arrived at the foot of a great tree on the outskirts of the small wood. Jenny lay still and white, her left arm bent at a horrible angle behind her. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was very irregular.

In an instant, Padfoot transformed and Sirius crouched by his wife. He felt her pulse, noted that it was strong, and pulled out his wand. He hadn't wanted to use magic, for fear of who it might attract, but now he had no choice. With a few well chosen spells, he shut the wind and rain off from the two of them. He did his best to make Jenny more comfortable, straightening her broken arm out gently. He looked at it, considered setting it while she was unconscious, and rejected it as beyond his capabilities. With another wave of his wand, the air inside the magical shelter warmed considerably.

Now Jenny' breathing was more regular, and Sirius sighed with relief. He wondered why she was out here, and glanced around to see if there was any trace of how she'd arrived. He saw an old broom lying near the foot of the tree.

"So she flew in a storm like this," he mused, shaking his head. "How she can say that I'm an idiot when she goes and pulls a fool stunt like that…"

He heard a soft noise from behind him and turned. She was blinking slowly, trying her best to sit up.

"Don't move," he said. She stared at him.

"Sirius?" she whispered weakly. "What are you doing here?"

"Same thing you are, I'm sure," he said softly. "Waiting for the storm to die down so that I can keep hunting Pettigrew." Jenny grinned and then grimaced in pain.

"Is my arm broken?" she asked.

"Yes," Sirius told her. "I needed you awake before I could set it. Whenever you feel up to it, I'll try."

"No point in putting it off," Jenny sighed. She started to struggle upright again. Sirius helped her, setting her back against the tree.

"So, why were you flying in this weather?" he asked her.

"I thought I could outrun the storm," she said. "And I didn't want to have to wait for it to be over. I've done enough waiting in the past three weeks."

"Are there any developments?" Sirius asked sharply. "Is that why you're here?"

"Pettigrew sent me another letter," she sighed. "He knows you're after him still. He –offered us a deal; if we promised not to oppose Voldemort, our children would be released and we'd be allowed to live as we liked."

"Jenny," Sirius began slowly, "You know that I could never ever agree to those terms."

"Of course I know that!" she snapped, her eyes full of tears. "And I won't either. Even if we could trust Pettigrew –or Voldemort, for that matter – I wouldn't agree." She broke down crying. "But oh, Voldemort's taken so much from me. My parents, my best friends, you for all those years… and now he's trying to take my children."

"He won't," Sirius promised, drawing her close to him and speaking softly. "We'll get them out, Jenny, I promise we will." He stroked her hair gently. She sobbed harder for a moment, then drew back from him.

"Let's set this now," she said, indicating her arm. "At least then that'll be over with."

"All right," Sirius said. "This – I'm not very good with those healing charms, Jenny, and I'll have to put a cast on it, because I know I can't heal it all the way."

"All right," she agreed. "What do you need me to do?"

"Hold very still," he said. She nodded, held out her arm, and bit her lips. He took her arm as gently as he could, pulled it out straight, and concentrated. "O_ssum restitui_." he muttered. Jenny gave a cry of pain, briefly, and then sighed. Sirius conjured up a cast around the arm, and she leaned back.

"Well, I sure won't be able to fly now," she said ruefully, looking at the arm. "Thank you, though, it feels a lot better."

"I'm sorry I had to be so rough," he apologised.

"That's hardly the worst I've felt in my life," she commented dryly. "So, exactly where are we?"

"A little forest about ten miles from the castle where I think the twins are being held," he said. Jenny leapt up.

"Where?" She looked ready to dash off immediately.

"Jenny, we'll never get anywhere in this storm. We have to wait for it to blow over."

"Do you know anything about this castle?"

"As best as I can tell, there are about thirty of Voldemort's supporters in the castle. There could be more, though."

"Thirty to two?"

"Pretty good odds, I'd say," Sirius said, trying to grin. For just an instant Jenny caught a glimpse, in his eyes, of the man who she had know years ago. She smiled too.

"Well, they sure made a mistake when they kidnapped our children," she declared. "Even if Voldemort himself is there, he won't stop us."

"How could he?" Sirius asked. "The two of us together… invincible, I'd say."

"Or at least very very stupid," she agreed. "Then I suppose I should try to get some rest if we're leaving when the storm gets over."

"I agree," Sirius said. "I think I'll curl up as a dog, if you don't mind… it has a few advantages, one being that it's a lot more comfortable when you're sleeping out of doors."

Jenny smiled. "You know, I've heard a lot of women say that they've married dogs, but I think I'm the only one who actually has in the history of the world." They both laughed, and then Sirius transformed. He watched Jenny lie back against the moss and closed her eyes.

Padfoot was nervous, though. Something was not quite right. Animal instincts told him not to sleep, so he lay down and kept alert, ready to jump up at the slightest threat to him or Jenny.

A few minutes later he peered into the bush around him, sniffing the air. Something was nearby, but the storm was blowing the scent away from him. He could go try to find it, but that would leave Jenny alone. So he lay down again, still alert.

Suddenly something burst into the small sheltered area that he'd made. It was long and gray and covered in fur. _Moony!_ the part of Padfoot that was a man realised. How could he not recognize the werewolf, when he'd seen him so often all those years ago? The wolf was making whimpering noises; it seemed to half-recognize Padfoot, but was torn between animal instincts and whatever bit of Remus remained. Then it spotted Jenny, who had not yet woken up, and dashed toward her, animal instincts winning out. Padfoot threw himself in front of the wolf, snarling. That woke Jenny up. She stood quickly and tried to climb the tree, but the first branch was too high for her to manage with her broken arm. She pulled out her wand and held it ready, but the two canines were so close together that she wasn't able to do anything to help Padfoot. Moony snarled and bit, trying to get free of the great black dog so that he could go after the human woman, but Padfoot refused to let him escape. The struggle took only a few minutes, but to Jenny it seemed an eternity. Finally Moony ran from Padfoot, whimpering. Perhaps running was the only way it could escape being torn between the desire to hunt and any human thought struggling through the wolf-mind. The black dog chased the wolf a short way before returning to the clearing and lying down, exhausted. He was too tired even to transform. Jenny knelt at his side.

"Oh, Sirius," she whispered as she saw the blood and the cuts on him. "My dear Sirius. Thank you." She treated the cuts as best she could and made him lay his head in her lap. Then she stroked his fur, her hand gentle and warm.

Jenny opened her eyes slowly. The sun was shining down. She stretched her arms above her head, her muscles stiff and sore. She'd gone to sleep sitting against the trunk of the tree and that was not exactly one of the most comfortable positions to be in.

Sirius raised his head from her lap, and she smiled at him. He stood too, and changed from dog into man.

"Last night," Jenny asked uncertainly, "was that Remus?"

"Yes," Sirius said. "I just hope he's all right."

"I was very scared there," Jenny admitted. She tried to think about what she was feeling, but couldn't. She'd had a glimpse last night of a side of Sirius he hadn't told her about; she wasn't really sure how she felt about the fact that he was an Animagus. _Why can't I just say something to him?_ she wondered. _I used to be able to say anything to him, to talk to him about everything, but now…_She thought for a moment about this. _It's been twelve years,_ she reminded herself. _I've changed, he's changed… he has changed more than I have. What did Azkaban do to him? He isn't the same man I knew. _She thought about the way they had been years ago, at school, how Sirius had been a joking, laughing prankster, but how he could be a devoted friend and comrade. _He was alone in Azkaban for all those years, with nothing but Dementors around him. I still have nightmares about the times I've met Dementors, and those times were for a few minutes each. What would it have done to him, year after year? I'd have gone crazy. I think anyone else would have gone crazy, but not Sirius. But it has changed him. What does this mean for me, for the twins, for our lives?_ She couldn't find any answers.

Suddenly there came a crackle from behind her. She whirled and saw Remus, looking tired and gray, with a cut or two on his arms.

"Remus!" Sirius called. Jenny hurried over to her friend and tried to look at the cuts.

"I'm sorry," Remus was saying. "I found a hut in the woods a few days back, put some spells on it to keep me in, but it was too old, and last night I managed to get out. I – I might have killed you." He wouldn't look Jenny or Sirius in the face, and tried to pull his arm from Jenny. She hung on, regardless of the fact that she wore a cast.

"Nonsense, Remus," Jenny said firmly. "Sirius was here, wasn't he? I wasn't harmed in the least – which is more than I can say for you."

"How did you get here, anyway?" Remus asked. So Jenny told him about the second letter, and leaving to find the twins herself, and the storm.

"Sit down," Sirius said. "We've got to think how we're going to get the children out." So Jenny and Remus both sat on the ground and listened as Sirius began to outline his idea.

A hand was on my shoulder, shaking me awake. I opened my eyes and squinted, because whoever was waking me held a torch right above my head and the light was dazzling. I was hauled to my feet by the guard. James was also being woken, by another guard.

"Where are you taking us?" James asked, but neither answered. They marched us through the door of our prison and down a long, windy stair. I kept my eyes open, looking for a way to escape, but had found none when the guards halted in front of a pair of massive oak doors. One of the guards knocked shortly. The doors swung open. The beautiful woman we'd seen some time ago was in the room. green silk hangings decorated the room and soft flute music played in the background. She nodded to the guards, who left James and me and shut the doors.

"How nice to see you again," the woman said. "Sit down." She gestured to two comfortable looking seats. I glanced at James, who shrugged and sat. I followed suit.

"Why don't you have something to eat?" the woman invited, pointing to the table full of food beside us. Fresh fruits and delicious-looking sandwiches stood next to piles of chocolates and cakes. My stomach growled, but I didn't touch the food.

"And risk you poisoning us? No thanks," James said, crossing his arms.

"My dear children, I swear that nothing in that food will harm you," the woman said. 

"I'm sure all of Voldemort's supporters can be trusted to keep their word," I said sarcastically.

"I never break my word," the woman said coldly. "And you keep a more civil tongue when you speak to me, young woman." I thought of sticking my tongue out at her, but didn't.

"Very well," the woman said, "as you won't eat…" she clapped her hands and the food vanished. The fire leapt up a little, and the room began to fill with sweet scents. The warmth, soft music, and good smells made me feel a little sleepy.

"Now, let us talk." I glanced at James. He still had his arms crossed, and didn't open his mouth. I mimicked him.

"Your mother has no doubt told you all about the Dark Lord," the woman said softly. "Hasn't she?"

"Of course," James said. "He's evil, and you're evil."

"My dear boy, I am no more evil than you are." She smiled at James. "It's simply that you are on the side that opposes us. If you were on our side, you would know that we are good, and that he is destined to rule the world."

"Not if I have anything to do with it," I muttered. I didn't mutter softly enough, though, for the woman shot me a glance, and a sharp pain crossed my head. I shook my head.

"Perhaps you do not know the full extent of his powers," she said simply, and turned back to James. "And of course your mother has not told you everything she knows. Why would you say that my master is evil?"

"He kills people," James said simply.

"My dear boy, your father has tried to kill several people in his life, and has not succeeded thanks only to his friends. How is he any different from my master?"

"My dad wouldn't do that!" I shouted.

"Wouldn't he?" the woman purred, smoothing her green silk dress. "When he was only sixteen, he tried to kill an enemy… it would have succeeded had a friend of your father's not risked his own life to save the other boy." She smiled coldly. "Your father was always interested in doing what he wanted, no matter what the cost to anyone else."

"That isn't true," I said. "If it were true, Mum would never have married him."

"Oh, yes, your perfect mother," she said softly. "Does it ever occur to you, my dear, that you may be a little too uncritical of your parents?" I didn't answer. She smiled again and pushed a loose tress behind her shoulder. "After all, your mother and father are not perfect."

"Well, at least my parents haven't tried to take over the world!" James answered. "Not like Voldemort." He scowled at her.

"No, but then neither has my master," the woman said softly. "He doesn't want to take over the world, you know. He just feels that it is his duty to help our kind against the Muggles. The current rulers of our kind are doing nothing to prevent Muggles from learning secrets that would make them dangerous to us. There are many more of them than of us, you know."

"He's evil!" I cried. She glanced at me again, and again a pain split my head. She snapped her fingers. The music increased in volume just a little, the perfume became more intense, and the room got warmer.

"Evil is a hard word," she said softly. "What do you call evil?"

"Well, bad," I said, struggling to think. "Doing things that hurt others."

'Then life itself is evil," the woman said slowly. "All life lives by killing other life. Humans live off of each other, exploiting each other for profit and satisfaction. Every relationship in life is based on struggling for power over others. Is that not evil?"

"No, that's not right," I said. I felt as though my brain was full of wool. "That isn't right… What about love?"

"What is love?" she asked softly. I noticed that her words almost fit the rhythm of the music.

"Love, it's when people care for each other and would do anything for each other," James said slowly. "It's the strongest thing in the world."

"But that is simply ridiculous," she said reasonably. "If you'd do anything for someone else, that means you might get hurt yourself."

"That's right," I said. "That's what makes love special."

"But that isn't wonderful," she said, again in a smooth, reasonable voice. "That's just silly. And if someone really loved you, would that person hurt you?"

"Of course not," James said.

"Well, let me show you some things," she said quietly. Suddenly, in the middle of the room, I saw images, about three feet high. I recognized them as my parents, but about sixteen years younger. 

"Well, if that's how you're going to be, I don't see why I should bother talking to you anyway," my father was shouting.

"Just like any man," Mum yelled back. "Tell a girl he loves her, be wrong about one thing, and then walk out. Can't you apologize?"

"You're the one at fault here!"

"I am not!" She reached out and slapped him, hard. "I'm leaving now." She turned to go, and the scene faded. Another replaced it. It was my mother, all alone, talking to herself about how jealous she was of Lily. I thought she must be about fourteen years old in this image. It too faded, quickly, and was replaced by a different scene. The woman showed us about six different pictures of people we knew hurting each other.

"So you still think love is something good?" she asked softly. She snapped her fingers, and in an instant I remembered every time my brother had hurt me somehow, or been mean, or just selfish. And my heart filled with despair as my head filled with confusion, and I wanted to give up and say that she was right.

"No," I whimpered. "You aren't right. Love is good, it is. We are good, and you are evil. We're on the good side."

"But don't you see?" she asked softly. "These things you call good have bad in them, and the things you call bad… well, think of the times you've gotten out of trouble by lying, or gotten something you wanted by being selfish? Isn't that good? So if bad has good and good has bad, how can anything be evil or good?" My head spun with her words. "There is no good side, and no bad side. You are just being fooled by your mother and other adults because they want to use you." She smiled sweetly. "After all, good and evil are things made up for children, and you aren't children any more. Come with me, my master can set you free, make you powerful beyond belief… Come and be free." She stretched her hands out to us, and I wanted to take one. Then something hard flashed in her eyes. For an instant, I knew exactly what was happening, and jumped to my feet.

"No!" I yelled. "You won't make us free, you want us to be your slaves! And maybe bad is good and good is bad, and maybe nobody on earth loves anyone else, and maybe this whole world would be better off with Voldemort ruling. But I don't care. Even if no one else on this planet is good, I'm going to try to be. And I think that love is real. Maybe that makes me a fool, or a puppet, but I'd rather be a puppet to my mum and dad and their friends than a pawn of yours!" And I picked up a pillow and swung it at her head. Of course, a pillow is not a very good weapon, but she seemed startled.

"You tell her, Lil!" James shouted, and tried to hit the woman. She ducked out of reach, muttered something under her breath, and James stood frozen.

"What did you do to him?" I shrieked.

"Nothing permanent, girl, but I was making good progress with him until you ruined it. I suppose you'll never learn, any more than your mother would, but I think your brother shows promise." She clapped her hands and the guards came back in. "Put her in the North Tower," she said coldly. The guards marched me off. I struggled as best I could, but it was hopeless. I worried about James. Surely she wouldn't be able to make him turn to the dark side? Please be careful, James, I begged, knowing that he couldn't hear my thoughts anyway.

The guards were taking a long time to get wherever they were taking me. We climbed about seven staircases, walked along miles of corridors, and finally went up another staircase, twice as long as the last. At the top was a room with a trapdoor in the ceiling. One opened the door, the other pushed me in. The door slammed back down and I was alone.

I looked around. The place where I was reminded me strongly of a cage. Iron bars were all around me, but between them I could see sky and land. The only solid surface was the floor; the walls and ceiling were networks of the bars. I shivered, because I was up so high that it was terribly windy and cold. The ground was a very long way below me. I knew that this cell would be twice as bad as the other as soon as a storm came, for I would freeze and be soaked. There was nothing I could do, though, so I sat down and stared at my shoes. Things had never looked so bleak.

**Oh dear, another cliffie…. I'm busily writing away, on this and Magical Mischief Makers. I have some lovely miserable bits coming up. Meanwhile, I'm feeling depressed, so the sad bits will be very sad…. And some interesting bits coming up in both stories with temptation…. As for the woman, well, you know her already… I'm referring to her as the 'Emerald Witch' in my own mind. Anyone else read _The Silver Chair_? Apologies for anything I plagiarized too badly, but CS Lewis was a great writer and can spare a few ideas.**

** **

**Anything that belongs to JK Rowling is not mine. Anything that isn't hers is mine.**
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